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POETICAL WORKS 
GEOFF. CHAUCER. 


. IN FOURTEEN VOLUMES. 


THE MISCELLANEOUS PIECES 


From Urry'; ration: 721, 


THE CANTERBURY TALES 


From Tyrwhitt'; Edition 1775. 


—— 
Grete well CHAUCER whan ye mete 
Of ditecs and of ſonges glade, 
The which be---made, 
The londe fullfilled is over all. GOWER, 


My maiſter CHAUCER-.--chiefe poete of Bretay ne 

Whom all this londe ſchulde of ryght preferre, 

Sith of our langage he was the lode- Herre 

That made firfi tu dyſtylle and rayne 

11 he gold dewe dropys of ſpeche and eloquence 

Into our tunge thrugh his excellence, LYDGATE, 
The honour of Englith tong is dede---. 

My wmayfier CHA UCER, floure of cloqucuce, 

Mirrour of fructuous entendement, 

Univerſel fadir in ſcieuce---- 

This londis verray treſour and richeſſe 

The firfte fynder of our fayre laugage. OCCLEVE. 
Venerabill CHAUCER, principall pocte but pere, 

Heviuly trumpet, orlege and regulere, 

In cloquence balmc, cundict and viall, 

Mylky fountane, clere ſtrand, and rois riall, 

Ot freiche endite throw Aldioua iland braid. DOUGLAS, 
O reverend CHA UCFR ! roſe of rethuuris all, 

As in oure toung flour imperial 

That raiſe in Brittane evir, quba reidis right 

Thou deiris of Makers the triumphs royall, 

The freſche enamilt terines celeſtiall: 

This mater couth haif iluminit full bricht, 

Was thou nocht, of our Inglis all the light, 

Surmounting every toung terreftriall 

As tar as Mayi's morruw dois midnight. DUNBAR. 
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VOL. XIII. 


EDIN BURG: 
AT Tur Apollo Preſs, BY Tur MARTINS, 
Anno 1783. 


POETICAL WORKS 


OF 


GEOFFREY CHAUCER. 
VOL. xili. 


MISCELLANEOUS PIECES, viz. 


BOKE OF FAME. IN THREE ||] TOGETHER WITH TESTING. 


RBOKES, NIESOF LEARNED MEN CN 
BALADES, CERNINGCHAUCER AND HS 
WORDES TO A. SCRIVENERE, || WORKS, 

Sc. Sc. &c. 


But natheles certain 

can right now no thrifty Tale ſain, 

But CHAUCER, (though he can but lewedly 

On metres and on riming crattily) 

Hath ſayd hem in ſwicke Engliſh as He can 

Of olde time, as knoweth many a man; 

And if he have not ſayd hem, leve brother, 

In o book, he bath ſayd hem in another 

Who ſo that wol his large Volume ſeke. TALES, ver. 446 5+ 
Dan CHAUCER, well of Englith undefil'd, 

On Fame's eternal dead-foll worthy to be fil' d- 

Old Dan Geffrey, in whoſe gentle ſpright 

The pure well-head of poctry did dwell... 

He whilſt he lived was the ſoverzigne head 

Of ſhepherds all SPENSER, 
Old CHLAUCER, like the morning tar, 

To us diſcovers day from far; 

His light thoſe miſts and Clouds diſſolv'd 

Which our dark nation long involv'd; 

But ke deſcending to the ſhades 

Darkneſs again the age invades. DENHAMu. 
CHAUC ER, him who firn with harmony inform'd 

The language of our fat hers - -His legends dlit he 

He ſang of love or knighthood, or the wiles 

Of homely life, thro? cach eftate and age 

The ſaſhious and the follics of the world 

With cunning hand portraying----- 

Him who in times 

Dark and untaught began with charming verſe 

10 tame the rudeneſs of his native land. AKENSIDE, 
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AT THE Apollo Preſs, By THE MARTINS. 
Anno 1782. 
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"MISCELLANIES. 
THE HOUSE OF FAME. 


| IN THREE BOKES, 
In ibis book is ſhewed how the deeds of all men and 2vomen, 
be they good or bad, are carry d by report to poſterity. 
TUE PROLOGUE, 


(Go tourne us everie dreme to gode, 

For it is wondir thyng by the” rode, 

To my witte, what cauſith ſwevines 

On the morowe or on evines, 

And why the' effecte foloweth of ſome, 5 

And of ſome it ſhall nevir come, 

Why that is an aviſion, 

And this a revelacion, 

Why this a dreme, why that a ſweven, 

And not to every man liche even, 10 

Why this a fantome, why that oracles, 

I n'ot ; but whoſo of theſe miracles 

The caufis knowith bet than I 

Define he, for | certainly 

Ne can hem not, ne nevir thinke 15 

To buſie my witte for to ſwinke 

To knowe of ther ſignificacions, 

The gendris, ne the diſtinccions 

Of the tymes of hem, ne the cauſis, 

Or why that this is more then that is, 20 
A it 
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6 PROL. TO HOUSE OF FAME, 


Or if folkis complexions 
Make hem dreme of reflexions; 
Or ellis thus, as othir ſaine, 


For the' grete ſebleneſſe of ther braine, 


By abſlinence or by ſickneſſe, 

By priſon, ſtrief, or grete diſtreſſe; 
Or ellis by diſordinaunce, 

Or natural] accuſlomaunce, 

That ſome men be to curious 

In ſtudie or melancolious; 

Or thus, ſo inly full of drede 

That no man maie hem bote rede; 
Or ellis that devocion 

Of ſome and contemplacion 

Cauſin to them ſoche dremis ofte; 
Or that the cruill life unſofte 

Of hem that unkind lovis leden, 
That oftin hopin moche or dreden, 
That purely ther impreſſions 
Cauſin ' hem to have viſions ; 

Or if that ſpirites han the might 
To makin folke to dreme on night ; 
Or if the ſoule of propir kinde 

Be ſo perfite as men yfinde, 

That it wele wote what is to come, 
And that he warnith all and ſome 
Of everiche of ther avintures 

By aviſions or by figures, 
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PROL, TO BOUSE OF FAME, 


But that our fleſhe ne hath no might. - 
To underſtandin it aright, 
For it is warnid to derkely, 
But why the cauſe is not wote I; 
Well wotin of this thynge clerkes 
That treten of that and othir werkes, 
For I of none opinion 
N'ill as now makin mencion, 
But onely that the holy rode 
Tournin us every dreme to gode, 
For nevir ſichin [| was borne, 
Ne no man ellis me beforne, 
Ymette I trowe right ſtedfaſtly 
So wondirſull a dreme as l 
The tenthe daie now of December, 
The whiche, as | can remember, 
I woll you tellin every dele: 
But at beginnyrg truſtith wele 
I woll make invocacion 
With devoute ſpeciall devocion 
Unto the god of Slepe anone, 
That dwellith in a cave of ſtone, 
Upon a ſtreme that cometh fro Lete, 
That is a flode of hell unſwete, 
Beſide a fulke men clepe Cimerie, 
There ſlepith aye this god unmerie, 
With his ſlepie thouſande ſonnis, 
That alwaie to ſlepe ther won is; 
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ba PROL. TO HOUSE or FAME, 


And to this god that I of rede 
Praie I that he wollin me ſpede 
My ſwevin for to tell aright, 

If every dreme ſtande in his might; 
And he that movir is of all 

't hat is and wad, and evir ſhall, 


8d give hem joye that it here No 
Of all that thei dremin to yere, Wh: 
And for to ſtandin all in grace 85 Of! 
Of ther lovis, or in what place Wh. 
That hem were leviſt for to ſtonde, Rig 
And ſhelde hem from poverte' and ſhonde, Ane 
And from every' unhappe and diſeſe, As! 
And ſende hem that which maie hem pleſe, 90 On 
That takith well and ſcornith nought, To 
Ne it miſdemin in ther thought To 
Through malicious entencion; = 
And whoſo through preſumpcion, Wit 
Or hate, or ſcorne, or through envie, 95 In \ 
Diſpite, or jape, or felonie, Of 
Miſdeme it, praie I Jeſus gode, | | Set! 
Dreme he barefote or dreme he ſhode, An 
Tat every harnie that any man An 
Hath had ſithin the worlde began co An 
Lefall hym thereof or he ſterve, Of 
And graunt that he maie it deſerve! | 

Lo! with right ſoche concluſion W 


As had of his aviſion a It 
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Bole I. THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


Creſus, that was the Kyng of Lyde, 
That high upon a gibet dyde, 

This prayir ſhall he have of me, 

] am no bette in charite. 


THE FIRST BOKE, 


Now herkin, as 1 have you ſaied, 
What that I mette or l abraied. 
Of December the tenith daie 
When it was night to ſlepe l laie, 
Right as | was wonte for to doen, 
And fill aſlepè wondir ſone, 
As he that was werie forgo 
On pilgrimage milis two 
To the corps of Sain& Leonarde, 
To makin lithe that erſt was harde. 
But as me ſlept me mette | was 
Within a temple” imade of glas, 
In whiche there werin mo images 
Of golde ſtandyng in ſondrie ſtages, 
Sette in mo riche tabirnacles, 
And with perre mo pinnacles, 
And mo curious portraituris 
And queint manir of figuris 
Of golde worke then I ſawe evar : 
But certainly I n'iſt nevir 
Where that it was, but well wiſt 1 
It was of Venus redily 


10 THE HOUSE OF FAME. 


This temple, for in purtreiture 

I ſawe anone right her figure 
Nakid yfletyng in a ſe; 

And alſo on her hedde parde 

Her roſy garland white and redde, 


And her combeè for to kembe her hedde, 


Her dovis, and Dan Cupido 
Her blinde ſonne, and Vulcano, 
That in his face ywas full broune. 
But as | romid up and doune 
I founde that on the wall there was 
Thus writtin on a table' of bras: 
T woll now ſyng, if that I can, 
The armis and alſo the man 
That firſt came through his deſtine 
Fugitife fro Troye the countre 
Into Itaile, with full moche pine, 
Unto the flrondis of Lavine ; 
And tho began the ſtorie' anone 
As I ſhall tellin you echone. 
Firſt ſawe I the diſtruccion 
Of Troie thorough the Greke Sinon 
With his falſe untrue forfwerynges, 
And with his chere and his leſynges, 
That made a horſe brought into Troye 
By whiche Trojans loſte all ther joye. 
And aftir this was graved, alas! 
How Ilion's caſtill aſſailed was 
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And won, and Kyng Priamus lain, 
And Polites his ſonne certain, 
Diſpitouſly of Dan Pyrrhus. 

And next that ſawe | howe Venus, 
When that ſhe ſawe the ca{till brende, 
Doune from hevin ſhe gan diſcende, 
And bade her ſonne Aneas fle, 

And how he fled, and how that he 
Eſcapid was from all the pres, 

And toke his fathre', olde Anchiſes, 
And bare hym on his backe awaie, 
Crying Alas and Welawaie! 

The whiche Anchiſes in his hande 
Bare tho the goddis of the lande, 

I mene thilke that unbrennid were. 

Then ſawe I next that all in fere 
How Creuſa, Dan /Eneas wife, 
Whom that he lovid all his life, 

And her yong ſonne clepid Julo, 

And eke Aſcanius alſo, 

Fleddin eke with full drerie chere, 
That it was pite for to here, 

And in a foreſt as thei went 

How at a tournyng of a went 

Creüſa was iloſte, alas! 

That rede not l how that it was, 

How he her ſought, and how her ghoſte 
Bad hym to flie the Grekis hoſte, 
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12 THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


And faied he muſt into ltaile, 

As was his deſtinie ſauns faile, 
That it was pitie for to here, 
When that her ſpirite gan appere, 
"The wordis that ſhe to hym ſaied, 


And for to kepe her ſonne hym praied. 


There ſawe | gravin eke how he, 
His fathir eke and his meine, 

ith his ſhippis began to ſaile 
Toward the countrey of Itaile 
As ſtreight as ere thei mightin go. 

There ſawe | eke the cruill Juno, 
That art Dan Jupiter his wife, 
That haſt ihatid all thy life 
Mercileſs all the Trojan blode, 
Rennin and crie as thou were wode 
On Zolus, the god of Windes, 
To blowin out of alle kindes 
So loudè, that he ſhould ydrenche 


Lorde and ladie, and grome and wenche, 


Of all the Trojanis nacion 
Without any' of ther ſavacion. 
There fawe I ſoche tempeſt ariſe 
That every herte might agriſe 
Te ſec it paintid on the wall. 
There ſawe Icke gravin withall 
Venus, how ye, my ladie dere! 
Y wepyng with full wofull chere, 
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Yprayid Jupiter on hie 215 
To ſave and kepin that navie 
Of that dere Trojan ZEneas, 
90 Sithins that he your ſonue ywas. 
There ſawe I Jovis Venus kiſſe, 
And grauntid was of the' tempeſt liſſe. 220 
There ſawe [ how the tempeſt ſtente, 
And how with alle pine he went 
195 And privilie toke a rivage 
Into the countrie of Carthage, | 
And on the morowe how that he 225 
And a knight that hight Achate 
Ymettin with Venus that daie 
aco | Goyng in a full queinte araie, 
As ſhe had be an huntirefte, 
With winde blowyng upon her treſſe, 230 
And how Zuncas gan to plaine, 
When that he knewe her, of his paine, 
205 | And how his ſhippis dreint ywere 
Or els iloſte, he n' iſte not where, 
How ſhe began hym comiforte tho, 22 
And bade hym unto Carchage go, 
And there he ſhould his folke y ſinde 
210 | That in the {e were leſte behinde ; 
And, ſhortly of this thyng to pace, 
She made ZEneas ſo in grace 240 
Of Dido, Quene of that countre, 
That, ſhoctly for to tellin, ſhe 
Poiame KIT, B 
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14 THE HOUSE OF FAME. 


Became his love, and let hym do 

All that weddyng ylongith to: 

What ſhould I ſpekin it more quainte, 

Or pain me my wordis to painte ? 

To ſpeke of love it woll not be, 

I cap not of that faculte, 

And cke to tellen of the manere 

How that thei firſt acquaintid were 

It were a long proceſſe to tell. 

And ovir long ſor you to dwell. 
There ſawe | grave how ZEneas 

Tolde to Dido every caas 

That hym was tidde upon the ſe. 

And eft gravin was how that ſhe 

Made of hym, ſhortly at a worde, 

Hep life, her love, her luſt, her lorde, 

And did to hym all reverence, 

And laied on hym all the diſpence 

That any woman might ydo, 

Wenyng that it had all be ſo 

As he her ſwore, and hereby demed 


That he was gode, for he ſoche ſemed: 


Alas ! what harme doth apparence 
Wien it is falſe in exiflence ! 

For he to her a traitour was, 
Wherefore ſhe ſlowe her ſelf, alas! 
Lo, how a woman doeth amis 

To love him that unknowin is! 
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For by Chriſt lo thus it farith, 

It is not all golde that glarith ; 

For al ſo broke I well myne hedde 
There maie be undir godelibedde 
Covirid many a freude vice; 
Therefore let no wight be ſo nice 
To take a love onely for chere, 
Or ſpeche, or for frendly manere, 
For this ſhall every woman finde 
That ſome man of his pure kinde 
Woll ſhewin outward the fairiſt 


Till he have caught that what hym liſt, 


And then anon woll cauſis finde, 
And ſwere how that ſhe is unkinde, 
Or falſe, or privie', or double was: 
All this faie I by Æneas 
And Dido, and her nicè leſt, 
That lovid all to ſone a geſt; 
Wherefore I woll ſaie o proverbe, 
That He that fullie knoweth the herbe 
Mair ſafely laie it to bis eye: 
Withoutin drede this is no lic. 

But let us ſpeke of Æneas 
How he betrayid her, alas! 
And left her full unkindelie. 

So when ſhe ſawe all utrtirlie 
That he would her of trouthe faile, 
And wendin from her into' Itaile, 
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16 Tur HOUSE OF FAME, 


She gan to wring her handis two. 
Alas, (quod ſhe) that me is wo! 
Alas! is every man thus true, 
"Chat every yere woll have a newe, 
If it fo longe tyme endure, 
Or ellis thre peravinture ? 
And thus of one he woll have fame 
In magnifying his owne name, 
An othir for frendſhip ſaicth he, 
And yet there ſhall the thirde ybe, 
That is ytzkin for dclite, 
Lo! or els for ſinguler profite. 
In ſoche wordis began complaine 
This wofull Dido cf her paine, 
As me mette dremyng redily, 
None other auctour aledge woll T, 
Alas, (quod ſhe) my ſweteè herte! 
Have pitie on my ſorowes ſmerte, 
And fle me not ; go not awaie. 
O woſull Dido! welawaic! 
(Quod he) unto her ſelvin tho. 
O ZEnecas! what woll ye do? 
O that your love, neithir your bonde, 


Which that ye ſwore with your right honde, 


Ne yet my my cruill acth, (quod ſhe) 

Maze holdin you {till here with me! 
O! have ye' of my deth no pite? 

Iwis, myne own dere herte! that ye 


Pole J. 


300 


393 


319 


315 


330 


325 


We v 
For ce 
Thus 
How 
Anon 
Full C 
For th 
Waite 
A nd l 
And f 


Hole J. THE HOUSE OF FAME, 17 


Knowin full well that nevir yet, 
As farre as evir I had wit, 
Agilte you in thought ne in dede. 

O! have ye men ſoche godelihede 339 
In ſpeche, and ner a dele of trouthe ? 
Alas, alas! that er had routhe 
3 Any woman on a falſe man 

Now I ſe well and tellin can 
We wretchid women can no arte, 3 
For certaine for the morè parte 
Thus we ben ſervid everichone, 
How ſore ſo that ye men can grone; 
Anon as we have you receved 
Full certainlie we ben deceved, 340 
For though your love laſt a ceſon, 
Waite upon the concluſion, 
75 And loke eke how ye determine, 
And for the more partè define: 
O welawaie that | was borne! 345 
For thorough you my name is lorne, 
And mine actis are recde and ſong 
O'er all this lande in every tong. 

O wickid Fame! for there n'is 
Nothing ſo ſwifte, lo! as ſhe is; 350 
O ſothe is, Every thyng is wiſt 
Though it be coverde ⁊vith the miſt : 
25 xe though that I might durin ever 

That [ have done recovre' I never, 
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That it ne ſhall be ſaicd, alas! 
] ſhamid was through Eneas, 
And that I ſhall thus judgid be. 

Lo! right as ſhe hath doen now ſhe 
Woll doen eftſonis hardily, f 
Thus ſaie the peple privily; 

But that is doen n'is not to done: 
But all her complaint ne her mone 
Certain availed her not a ſtre. 

And when ſhe wilt ſothely that he 
Was forthe into his ſhip agone 

She into chambir went anone, 

And callid on her ſuſtir Anne, 
And gan her to complainin thanne, 
And faied that ſhe the cauſe ywas 
That ſhe firſt lovid him, alas! 

And firſt counſailid her thereto; 
But what whan this was faied and do 
She roſte her ſelvin to the herte, 


THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


And deide thorough the woundis ſmerte ; 


But all the manir how ſhe deide, 
And all the wordis how ſhe ſeide, 
Who ſo to knowe it hath purpoſe, 
Nede Virgile in AÆneidos, 

Or the Epiſtils of Ovide, 

What that ſhe wrote or that ſhe dide; 
And n'ere it to longe to endite 

By God I would it here ywrite. 
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But wclawaie! the harme and routh 
That hath betide for ſoche untrouth, 
As men maie oft in bokis rede, 
And al daie ſeen it yet in dede, 
That for to thinkin it tene is. 
Lo! Demophon, Duke of Athenis, 
How he forſwore him ſalſily, 
And trayid Phyllis wickidly, 
That Kingis doughtir was of Thrace, 
And falſely gan his terme pace; 
And whan ſhe wiſt that he was falſe 
She hong herſelf right by the halle, 
For he had doen her ſuch untrouthe : 
Lo! was not this a wo and routh ? 
Eke loke how falſe and recheles 
Was to Briſeida Achilles, 
And Paris eke to Oenone, 
And Jaſon to Hypſipyle, 
And efte Jaſon to Medea, 
And Hercules to Deianira, 
For he left her for lole, 
That made hym take his deth parde. 
How falſe was eke Duke Theſeus, 
That as the ſtorie tellith us 
How he betrayid Adriane? 
The devill be his ſoul is bane! 
For, had he laughid or iloured, 
He muſt have ben anone devoured 
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20 THE HOUSE OF FAME. 


If Ariadne ne had be; 

And for ſhe had of hym pite 

She made hym fro the deth eſcape, 

And he made her a ſull falſe jape ; 

For aftir this within a while 

He left her ſlepyng in an ile, 

Deſert alone right in the ſe, 

Anil ſtale awaie and let her be, 

And toke her ſuſtir Phædra tho 

With hym, and gan to ſhippe ygo; 

And yet he had yſworne to here, 

On all that evir he could ſwere, 

That ſo ſhe ſavid hym his life 

He would takin her to his wife, 

For ſhe deſirid nothinge elles 

In certain, as the boke us telles. 
But for to' excuſe this Rneas 

Fulliche of all his grete treſpas 

The boke ſayith withoutin faile 

The goddes bad hym go to ltaile, 

And levin Affriques regioun 

And faire Dido and her faire toun. 

Tho ſawe grave how to Itaile 

Dan ZEneas gan for to ſaile, 

And how the tempeſt all began, 

And howe he loſt his ſtet iſman, 


W hiche that the ſterne or he toke kepe 


mote ovir the borde as he ſlepe. 
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And alſo ſaugh | how Sibile 
And ZEneas beſide an ile 
To helle went yfere for to ſe 
His father Anchiſes the fre, 
And how he there founde Palinurus, 
And alſo Dido and Deiphobus, 
And everiche tourment eke in hell 
Sawe he, whiche long is {or to tell, 
Whiche painis who ſo liſte to knowe 
He muſt redin many a rowe 
In Virgile or in Claudian, 
Or Dantes, that it tellin can. 

Tho ſawe I all the arivaile 
That Æneas made in Itaile, 
And with Kyng Latine his trete, 
And all the battailis that he 
Was at himſelſin aud his knightes 
Or he had all iwonne his rightes, 
And how he Turnus refte his life, 
And wan Lavina to his wife, 
And all the marveilous ſignals 
Of the goddis Celeſtials, 
How maugre Juno /Encas, 
For all her ſleighte and her compas, 
Atchi vid all his avinture, 
For jupiter toke on hym cure 
At the praier of his modir Venus, 
Whiche [ praie alwaie ſavin us, 
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12 THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


And us ate of our ſorowes light. 
When had ſcin all this fight 
Within this noble temple thus, 

Hey! Lord, thought l, that madiſt us, 
Yet ſawe I nevir ſoch noble ſſe 

Of imagis, nor ſoche richeſie, 

As I ſe gravin in this churche; 


But novght wote I who did ' hem worche, 


Ne where [ am, ne' in what countre, 

But now will 1 out gone and ſe, 

Right at the wickit, if | can 

Seen oughtwhere ſteryng any man 

That maie me tellin where am. 
When l out of the dorè cam 

I faſte aboutin me behelde, 

Then ſawe l but a large felde 

As farre as evir | might ſe, 

Withoutin toune, or houſe, or tre, 

Or buſhe or graſſe, or arid lande, 

For all the ſelde was but of ſande 

As ſmal as men maye ſe at eye 

In the deſertis of Lybye; 

Ne ferthir no manir creture 

That is yformid by Nature 

Ne ſawe l me to rede or wiſſe; 

O Chriſt! thought 1, that art in bliſſc, 

From fanton and illuſion 

Me ſave, and with deyocyon 
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Myne eyin to the heven l caſte; 495 
Tho was | ware, lo! at the laſte, 

That faſte by the ſonne on hie, 

As kennin myght | with mine eye, 

Me thought | ſawe an egle ſore, 

But that it ſemid mochil more 800 
Than I had anye egle' yſeine, 

This is as ſothe as deth certaine, 

It was of golde, and ſhone ſo bright, 

That ne vir ſawe men ſoche a ſight, 

But yf the hevin had ywonne 305 
Al newe of God anothir ſonne, 

So ſhone the egl'is fethirs bright, 

And ſomwhat downwarde gan it lyght. 508 


Explicit liber primus. 


THE SECOND BOKE. 


Nov herkin everye manir man 

That Engliſhe undirſtande can, 

And lyſtith of my dreme to here, 

For now at erſt ſhallin ye lere 

Sa ſely' and dredefull avyſion, RT 
That | ſaye neithir Scipion | 
Ne Kinge Nabugodonoſore, 

Pharao, Turnus, ne Alcanore, 

Ne mettin ſoche a dreme as this. 

Nowe, o thou faire blisful Cipris! 10 
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24 THE HOUSE OF FAME. 


So be my favour at this time 
I hat ye me to endite and rime 
Helpith that in Parnaſſus dwel, 
Beſyde Helicon the clere wel. 
O Thought ! that wrote al that I met, 
And in the treſorie it ſet 
Of my braine, nowe ſhal men yſe 
If any vertue in the be; 
To tellin al my dreme aright 
Nowe kithe thy engin and thy might. 


This egle', of whiche I have you tolde, 


That with fethirs ſhone al of golde, 
Whiche that ſo hie began to ſore, 
I gan bcholdin more and more 
To ſene her beaute and the wonder, 
But nevir was that dente of thonder, 
Ne that thinge that men callin foudre, 
That ſmite ſometime a toure to pondre, 
And in his ſwiſtz comminge brende, 
That ſo ſwithe gan downwarde difcende 
As this foule han that it behelde 
That I arowme was ia the ſelde, 
And with his grim pawis ſo ſtronge 
Within his ſharpe nailis longe 
Me fleyng at a ſwappe he hente, 
And with his ſours again up wente, 
Me carying in his clawis ſtarke 
As lightly as! had ben a larke, 
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Howe hye can not tellin yowe, 
For I came up I n'iſt ner howe, 
For ſo aſtonied and aſweved 
Was every virtue in me heved, 
What with his ſours and with my dred, 
That al my felinge gan to ded; 
For why? it was a gret aſfraye. 
Thus I longe\in his clawis laye, 
Til at the laſt he to me ſpake 
In mann'is voice, and ſaid, Awake, 
And be not agaſt fo for ſhame, 
And callid me tho by my name; 
And for | ſhulde bettir abraide 
Me to awakin thus he faide, 
Right in the ſame voice and ſtevin 
That uſith one I can nevin, 
And with that voice, the ſothe to ſaine, 
My minde ycame to me againe, 
For it was godely ſaide to me, 
So n'as it nevir wonte to be; 
And herewithal I gan to ſtere 
As he me in his fete ybere, 
Til that he ſelte that I had hete, 
And felte cke tho mine herte ybete; 
And cho gan he me to diſporte, 
And with gentil wordes me comtorte, 
And ſayid twiſe, By Saint Mary 
Thou arte a noyous thinge to cary, 
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And nothinge nedith it parde, 

For all ſo wiſly God heipe me 

As thou no harme ſhalte have of this, 
And this caſe that betidde the is 

Is for thy lore and for thy prowe : 
Lette ſe; dariſt thou loke yet nowe ? 
Be ful enſurid boldily 

am thy frende: and therwith l 

Gan for to wondir in my minde. 


O God! (quod |) that madeſt al kinde, 


Shal 1 none otherwiſe ydie ? 
Whedir Jove wil me ſtellyfie, 

Or what thing maye this ſignifie ? 
P am neithir Enocke ne Helye, 
Ne Romulus ne Ganimede, 

That werin bore up, as men rede, 
To hevin with Dan Jupiter, 

And made the goddis botiler; 

Lo! this was tho my fantaſie. 

But he that bare me gan aſpie 
That I ſo thought, and ſayid this; 
Thou demiſt of thy ſelſe amis, 
For jove ne is not thereaboute, 
dare the put ſul out of doute, 
To makin of the yet a ſterre; 

But er I berin the moche ferre 
wil the tellin what I am, 

And where thou ſhalte, and why l came 
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To doin this, ſo that thou take 
Gode herte, and not for fere yquake, 
Gladly, (quod l.) Now wel, (quod he.) 
Firſt l, that in my ſete have the, 
Of whom thou haſte grete fere and wonder, 
Am dwellinge with the god of Thonder, 
Whiche men ycallin Jupiter, 
That doth me flyin ful ofte fer 
To do all his commaundement, 
And for this cauſe he hath me ſent 
To the; herkin nowe by thy trouthe: 
Certaine he hath of the grete routhe, 
For that thou haſte fo truily 
So long fervid ententifly 
His blinde nephewe Cupido 
And the faire quene Venus alſo 
Withoutin guerdon evir yet, 
And nathèles haſt ſet thy wit, 
Alchoughe in thy hed ful lite is, 
To make bokes, ſongis, and ditis, 
In rime or ellis in cadence, 
As thou beſt canit, in reverence 
Of Love and of his ſervauntes cke, 
That have his ſervice ſought and ſeke, 
And painiſt the to praiſe his arte, 
Althoughe thou haddiſt nevir parte; 
Whertore, ſo wiſly God me bleſſe, 
Jovis yhalte it grete humble ſle 
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And vertue eke that thou wilt make 
Anight ful oft thine hed to ake 

In thy fludye, ſo thou ywriteſt, 
And evirmore of love enditeſt, 

In honour of him and praiſinges, 
And in his folkis fourthiringes, 
And in ther matir al deviſeſt, 

And not him ne his folke diſpiſeſt, 
Althoughe thou maiſte go in the daunee 
Of them that him lyſt not avaunce; 
Wherfore, as | now ſaide, ywis 
Jupiter conſidrith wel this, 

And als, beauſire, of othir thinges, 
"That is, that thou haſte no tidinges 
Of Lov'ts ſolke if they be glade, 

Ne of nothinge els that God made, 
And not oncly fro ferre countre 

"i hat no tidinges comin to the, 

Not of thy very ncighbouris, 

That dwellen almoſt at thy doris, 
Thou herilt neithir that ne this, 

For whan thy labour al done is, 
And haſte made al thy reckininges, 
In ſtede ot reſte and of newe thinges 
Thou goeſt home to thine houſe anone, 
And al fo dombe as any ſtone 
Thou ſittiſt at anothir boke 

Tyl fully daſid is thy loke, 
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And lyviſt thus as an hermite, 
Although thine abſtinence is lyte; 
And therfore Jovis throughe his grace 
Wil that I bere the to a place 

Whiche that yhight The Houſe of Fame, 
And for to doe the ſporte and game, 
In ſome recompenſacion 

Of thy labour and devocion 

That thou haſte hadde, lo! cauſeèleſs, 
To god Cupido the recheles, 

And thus this god throughe his merite 
Wil with ſome manir thing the quite, 
So that thou wilte be of gode chere; 
For truſtith wel that thou ſhalte here, 
Whan we ben comen there as I ſay, 
Mo wondir thingis dare 1 lay, 

And of Love's folke mo tidingis, 
Bothe ſothſawis and leſingis, 

And of mo lovis newe begon, 

And longe ſervid tyl love is won, 

And of mo lovirs caſuelly 

That ben betide, no man wote why, 
But as a blinde man ſtarteth an hare, 
And more jolite and welfare, 

Whilis they findin love of ſtele, 

As thinkin men, and o'r al wele 

Mo diſcordes and mo jalouſies, 

Mo murmures and mo novilrics, 
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30 THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


And alſo mo diſſimulacions, 

And cke feinid reperacions, 

And mo berdis in two houres, 
Withoutin raſour or ſiſoures 

Y made, than grainis be of ſandes, 
And eke mo holdinge in mo handes, 
And alſo mo renovelaunces 

Of olde forlctin aqueintaunces, 

Mo love dayis and mo accordes, 
Than on inſtrumentis ben cordes, 
And eke of love mo exchanngis 
Than evir corne were in graungis; 
Unnethis maiſt thou trowin this, 

( Quod he.) No ſo', helpe me God as wis, 
(Quod I.) No, why? (quod he.) For it 
Were impoſſible to my wit, 
Although that Fame had al the pyes 
In al a relme and al aſpies, 

Nowe that vet he ſnulde here al this 
Or they eſpyin. O! yes, yes, 

(Quod he to me) that can I preve 
By reſon worthy for to leve, 

50 that thou give thin advertence 
To underſtandin my ſentence. 


Firſt ſhalt thou here where ſhe dwellith, 


Right ſo as thine owne boke tellith: 
Her palais ſtandeth, as I ſhal ſay, 
Right even amiddis of the way 
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Bytwene hevin, and yerthe, and le, 
That what fo er in al theſe thre 

Is ſpoken” in prive or apperte, 

The way therto is ſo overte, 

And ſtante eke in ſo juſte a place, 

That every ſowne mote to it pace, 

Or what ſo cometh from anie tongue, 
Whethre' it be rownid, redde, or ſonge, 
Or ſpokin in ſuerte or drede, 

Certaine it motin thidir nede. 

Nowe herkin wel; for why? I wil 
Ytellia the a propir ſkil, 

And worthy demonſtracion 
In mine imaginacion. 

Geffray, thou wottiſt full wel this, 
That every kindely thinge that is 
Yhath a kyndely ſtede, there he 
May beſt in it conſervid be, 

Unto whiche place every thinge, 
Thorough his kyndely enclininge 
Ymevith for to comun to 

Whan that it is away therfro; 

As thus, lo! thou maiſte al day ſe, 
Take any thinge that hevy be, 

As ſtone or led, or thinge of weight, 
And bere it ner ſo hie on height, 
Let go thine hande it fallith downe ; 
Right ſo ſay I by ſire or ſowne, 
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Or ſmoke, or othir thingis light, 
Alway they ſeke upwarde on height, 
Light thinges up and hevie down charge 
While everiche of 'hem be at large; 
And for this cauſe thou maiſt wel ſe 
That every rivir to the ſe 
Enclinid is to go by kynde, 
And by theſe ſkillis as I finde 
Have fiſhes dwellinge in flode and ſe, 
And treis eke on the erthe be: 
Thus every thinge by his reſon 
Hath his owne propir mancion, 
To whiche he ſekith to repaire 
There as it ſhuldin nat appaire. 
Lo! this ſentence is knowin couthe 
Of every philoſophir's mouthe, 
As Ariſtotle* and Dan Platone, 
And othir clerkis many one; 
And to confirmin my reſoune 
Thou wotiſt wel that ſpeche is ſowne, 
Or ellis no man might it here; 
Nowe herkin what I wol the lere. 
Sowne 15 not but eyre ybrokin, 
And every ſpeche that is ſpokin, 
Where loude or prive, foule or faire, 
In his ſubſtaunce ne is but eyre; 
For as flame is but lightid ſmoke, 
Right ſo is ſowne but eyre ybroke: 
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But this may be in many wile, 

Of the whiche J will the deviſe, 

As ſowne comith of pype or harpe, 

For whan a pype is blowin ſharpe 

The eyre is twilt with violence 

And rent; lo! this is my ſentence : 

Eke whan that men harpeſtringis ſmyte, 
Whedir that it be moche or lyte, 

Lo! with the ſtroke the eyre it breketh, 
And right ſo breketh it whan men ſpeketh; 
Thus woſt thou wel what thing is ſpeche : 
Nowe hennisforthe 1 wil the teche 

Howe everiche ſpeche, voice, or ſowne, 
Throughe his multiplicaciowne, 
Thoughe it were pipid of a mouſe, 

Mote nedis come to Fam'is Houle : 

I prove it thus; takith hede nowe 

By experience, for if that thou 

Threwe in a watir nowe a ſtone, 

Wel woſte thou it wil make anone 

A lityl roundil as a circle, 

Para'venture as brode as a covircle, 

And right anone thou ſhalte ſe wele 

That circle cauſe anothir whele, 

And that the thirde, and fo forthe, brother, 
Every circle cauſinge other 

Moch brodir than himſcllin was, 

And thus from roundil to compas 
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Eche aboutin othir goinge And 
Ycaulſith of othirs ſteringe That 
And multiplying evirmo, hat 
Tyl that it be ſo far ygo That 
That it at bothe brinkis be, 295 That 
Although thou mayiſt it not ſe Of ex 
Above, yet gothe it alwaye under, All 
Although thou thinke it a grete wonder, Yhat 
And whoſo ſaithe of trouthe I vary, And 
Bydde him provin the contrary : 300 Out 
And right thus every worde ywis, Ayn 
That loude or pryve' yſpokin is, Yttt 
Ymovith firſte an eyre aboute, As! 

And of his movinge out of doute It ſhe 
Anothir eyre anone is moved, 305 Ymo 
As [ have of the watir proved, As u 
That every circle cauſith other; And 
Right ſo of eyre, my leve brother, Ther 
Everiche eyre anothir ſterith [s ſet 
More and more, and ſpeche up berith, 310 Hevi 
Or voiſe or noyſe, or worde or ſowne, As m 
Aye through multiplicaciowne, Thar 
Tyl it be at The Houſe of Fame, That 
Take it in erneſt or in game. As [1 
Nowe have l tolde, if thou have mind, 315 mo 
Howe ſpeche or ſowne of pure kinde Kind 
Euclinid is upward to meve, Te 


This mayiſt thou fele wel by preve, Have 
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And that ſame kindly ſtede ywis, 
That every thinge enclined to is, 320 
Yhath alſo his kyndelyche ſtede, 
That ſhewith it withoutin drede, 
95 That kindely the mancioun 
Of everyche ſpeche, of every ſoune, 
All be it either foule or faire, 325 
Yhath his kindely place in eyre; 
And ſith that every thinge ywis 
co Out of his kindely place ywis 
Ay movith thidir for to go, 
vf that it awaye be therfro, 330 
As J have before provid the, 
It ſhewith every ſoune perde 
0g Ymovith kindely to pace 
As up into his kindely place; 
And this place of whiche l the tel, 335 
There as Fame doth yliſte to dwell, +4 
Is ſette amiddis of theſe thre, 3 | i 
10 He vin, and erthe, and eke the ſe, | 
As moſte conſervatife of ſouff; 2 
Than is this the concluſion 340 i; 


That every ſpeche of every manne, 
As | the tellin firſte beganne, 
tg Ymovith up on height to pace 
Kindely unto Fam'is place. 
Tellith me this nowe faithfully, 
Have 1 not provid thus ſimply, 
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Withoutin any ſubtilte 
Of ſpeche, or grete prolixyte 
Of termis of philoſophie, 
Of figuris af poetrie, 
Or colouris of rhetorike ? 
Perde it oughtin the to like, 
For harde langage and harde matere 
Is incombrous for the to here 

At onis, woſte thou not wel this? 
And | anſwerid and ſaid, Ves. 

Ah ha! (quod he) lo! ſol can 

Leudlye unto a leude man 

Yſpeke, and ſhewin him ſoche ſkilles 
That he maye ſhake *hem by the bylles, 
So palpable they ſhuldin be; 

But tel me this nowe praye l the, 
Howe thinketh the my concluſioun ? 

Parde a gode perſuaſioun 

(Quod |) it is, and lyke to be, 

Right ſo as thou haſte provid me. 
By God (quod he) and as | leve 
Thou ſhalte have it or it be eve, 

Of every worde of this ſentence 

A profe by thine experience, 

And with thine eris herin wel 

The toppe and taile, and every del, 
That every worde that ſpokin is 

Comith into Fame's Houſe ywis 
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As | have ſaide; what wilte thou more? 
And with this worde uppir to ſore 

He began, and faide, By ſainte Jame 
Nowe wyll we ſpekin al of game. 

Howe fareſt thou now? quod he to me, 
Right wel, (quod I.) Now ſe (quod he) 
By thy trouthe yondir adowne, 

Where that thou knowiſt any towne 

Or houſe, or any othir thinge, 

And whan thou haſte of ought knowynge 
Tho lokith that thou warne me, 

And I anone ſhal tellin the 

How farre that thou arte nowe therfro. 

And | adowne gan lokin tho, 

And behelde feldis and plainis, 
Nowe hyllis and nowe mountainis, 
Nowe valeys and nowe foreſtis, 
And nowe unnethis grete beſtis, 
Nowe riveris nowe citeis, 

Nowe townis and nowe grete treis, 
Nowe ſhippis ſailinge in the ſe; 
But thus ſone in a while he 

Was flowin fro the grounde ſo hyc 
That al the worlde, as ro myne eye, 
No more yſemid than a pricke, 

Or ellis was the eyre ſo thicke 

That Ine might it not diſcerne; 
With that he ſpake to me ſo yerne, 
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38 THE HOUSE or FAME. 


And ſaid, Seiſt thou any token, 
Or ought that in this worlde's of ſpoken ? 
I anſwered Naye. No wondir is, 
(Quod he) for halte ſo hye as this 
N'as Alexandre”, of Macedon 
Kynge, ne of Rome Dan Scipion, 
That ſawe in dreme at pointe deviſe 
Heven and erthe, hel and paradiſe, 
Ne eke the bold wretche Dædalus, 
Ne yet his childe, nice Icarus, 
That flewe ſo hie that the hete 
Hys wingis molte, and he.fel wete 
In mydde theſe, and there he dreinte, 
For whom was made a grete complainte. 
Nowe tourne upwarde (quod he) thy face, 
And beholde here this large place, 
This eyre, but loke that thou ne be 
Adrad of hem that thou ſhalt ſe, 
For in this regioun certaine 
Dwellith many a citizeine, 
Of whiche yſpekith Dan Plato, 
Theſe ben the eyriſhe beſtis, lo! 
And tho ſawe I al the menye 
That bothe ygone and alſo flye. 
Lo there! (quod he) caſt up thine eye, 
Se yondir, lo! the Galaxie, 
The whiche men clepe The Milky Way, 
For it is white, and ſome parfay 
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Ycallin it han Watlynge ſtrete, 
That onis was brente with the hete, 
Whan that the ſunn'is ſonne the rede, 
Which that hite Phatton, wolde lede 
Algate his fathir's carte and gie. 

The carte horſis gan wel aſpie 
That he ne coude no govirnaunce, 
And gonin for to Tepe and praunce, 
And bere him now up and nowe downe 
Ty] that he ſawe the Scorpiowne, 
Whiche that in heven a ſigne is yit, 
And he for fere yloſte his wit 
Of that, and let the reinis gone 
Of his horſis, and they anone 
Sone up to mounte and downe diſcende, 
Tyl bothe the eyre and erthe ybrende, 
Tyl Jupiter, lo] at the laſte é 
Hym ſlewe, and fro the carte ycaſte. 

Lo! is it not a grete miſchaunce 
To let a fole ba ve govirnaunce 
Of thinges that he can not.demaine ? 

And with this worde, ſothe for to ſaine, 
He gan alway uppir to ſore, 
And gladid me than more and more, 
So faithfully to me ſpake he. 

Tho gan | to loke undir me, 
And behelde the eyriſhe beſtis 
Cloudis, myſtis, and tempiſtis, 
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40 THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


Snowis, hailis, rainis, and windes, An 

And the engendringe in ther kindes, 468 Or 

Al the way thoroughe whiche | came; (Q 

O God! (quod i) that made Adame, Ar 

Moche is thy myght and noblenes! Ar 
| And tho thought I upon Boece, 

That writeth a thought may flye ſo hie 465 Fo 
With fethirs of philoſophie He 
To paſſin everyche element; A 
And when he hath fo farre ywent A: 
Than may ben ſene behinde his backe Or 
Cloude, erthe, and al that Hof ſpake. 479 Or 

Tho gan | wexun in a were, O1 
And ſaid, I wote wel | am here, H. 
But whether in body or in goſt Fe 
I n'ot ywis, but God thou woſt, Te 
For a more clere entendèment 475 
N'as to me nevir yet yſent A: 
And than thought | on Marcian, H 
And cke of Anticlaudian, A: 
That ſothe was ther diſcripcion A1 
Of al the hevin's region, 480 Tl 
As farre as that | ſawe the preve, T 
And therfore | can hem beleve, (C 
With that the egle gan to crie, A 
Let be (quod he) thy fantaſie: oy 
Wylte thou lernin of ſterris ought ? 485 H 


Nay, certainly, (quod 1) right ncught. 8a 
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And why ? (quod he.) For I am olde. 

Or ellis wolde I the have tolde 

( Quod he) the ſterris namis, lo! 

And al the hevin's ſigns to, 

And whiche they be. No force (quod l.) 
Yes perde, (quod he;) wolt thou why ? 

For whan thou rediſt poë try, 

Howe the goddis can ſtellify 

A birde, a ſyſhe, or him or her, 

As of birdes the ravyn and other, 

Or Ariones harpe fyne, 

Or Caſtor, Pollux, or Delphine, 

Or Atalante's doughtirs ſeven, 

How al theſe are yſet in heven, 

For though thou have hem ofte in hande 

Yet n'oſl thou nat where that they ſtande. 
No force, (quod I;) it is no nede; 

As wel | leve, ſo God me ſpede, 

'Hem that writin of this matere 

As though | knewe ther placis here, 

And eke they ſemis here ſo bright 

That it ſhulde ſhendin al my ſight 

To loke on hem. That may wel be, 

(Quod he;) and fo forth bare he me 

A while, and tho began to crie, 

That nevir herde [| thinge ſo hie; 

Holde up thine hed, for al is wel, 

Sainte Julian, lo! bonne boſtel! 
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42 THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


Se here The Houſe of Fame, lo! 
Mayiſt thou not here that I do? 

Here what? (quod I.) The grete ſowne 
(Quod he) that romblith up and downe 
In Fam'is Houſe, ful of tidinges 
Bothe of faire ſpeche and of chidinges, 
And of falſe and ſothe compownid; 
Herkin wel, it is not rownid. 

Heriſt thou not the grete ſwough ? 
Yes, perde, (quod I) well ynough. 

And what ſowne is it lyke? (quod he.) 

Peter! lyke the' beting of the ſe 
(Quod I) againſt the rochis halowe, 
Whan tempeſtes done ther ſhippis ſwalow, 
And that a man ſtznde out of doute 
A myle off thens and here it route; 

Or ellis lyke to the humblinge 
Aſtir the clappe of a thundringe, 

Whan Jovis hath the eyre ybete, 
But it doth me for fere to ſwete. 

Nay, drede the not therof, (quod he) 
It *is nothing that will bytin the; 

Thou ſhalte have no harme truily. 

And with that worde both he and l 
As nighe the place arivid were 
As men might caſtin with a ſpere: 

I ne wiſt howe, but in a ſtrete 
He ſet me faire upon my fete, 
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Is And ſayid, Walkith forth a pace, 
And tel thine advinture and caſe 
That thou ſhalte finde in Fam'is place. 345 
Nowe (quod I) while that we have ſpace 
To ſpeke, or that I go fro the, 
20 For the love of God tellith me 
In ſothe that I will of the lere, 
If this ilke noiſe which that I here 550 
Be as I have herde the me tell, 
Of folke that done in erthe ydwell, 
25 And comith here in the ſame wiſe 
As I the herde or this deviſe, 
And that here liv'is body n'is 555 
In all that Houſe that yondir is 
That makith al this loudè fare. | 
30 No, (anſwerid he) by Sainte Clare, ja 
And al ſo wiſſely God rede me: £3 
But o thinge I will warne the, x60 
Of the whiche thou wilte have wondir. 
1.0! to The Houſe of Fame yondir 
35 Thou woſte howe comith every ſpeche, 
It nedith not the eſte to teche; 
But underſtande now right wel this, 465 
Whan any ſpeche ycomin is 
Up to the palais, anone right 
40 It wexith like the ſame wight 
Whiche that the worde in erth yſpake, 
Be he clothid in red or blake, 370 
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44 THE nous OF FAME, Bole 117, 


And hath ſo very his likeneſſe 
That ſpake the worde, that thou wilte geſſe 
That it the ſame body be, 
Wher man or woman, he or ſhe, 
And is not this a wondir thinge ? $75 
Yes, (quod I) tho by hevin kinge: 
And with this worde Farewel, (quod he) 
And here wil I abydin the, 
And God of hevin ſende the grace 


Some gode to lernin in this place! 380 
And I of him toke leve anone, 
And gan forth to the palays gone. 382 


Explicit liber ſecundus. 


THE THIRD BOKE. 


'T gov, god of Science and of Light, 

Apollo! thorough thy grete might 

This litil Iaſt boke now thou gye, 

Nowe that [| will for maiſterie 

Here arte potenciall he ſhewde, x 
But for the rime is lyght and lewde 

Yet make it ſomwhat agreable, 

Though ſome verſe faile in a ſyllable, 

And that I do no diligence 

To ſhewin crafte but ſentence ; 10 
And if that divine virtue thou 

Wilte helpin me to ſhewin nowe 
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That in my hed ymarkid is, 

Lo! that is for to menin this, 

The Houſe of Fame for to diſcrive, 

Thou ſhalt yſe me go as blive 

Unto the next laurir I ſe, 

And kyſſe it for it is thy tre: 

Nowe entre in my breſt anone. 
Whan | was from the egle gone 

gan beholde upon this place, 

And certaine or I furthir paſſe 

I wol you al the ſhape deviſe 

Of Houſe and cite, and al the wiſe 

Howe l gan to this place approche, 

That ſtode upon ſo hie a roche, 

Hyir yſtandith none in 5paine ; 

But up I clambe with mochil paine, 

And though to clime ygrevid me 

Yet | ententife was to ſe, 

And for to porin wondre lowe, 

If I coude any wiſe yknowe 

What manir ſtone this roche ywas, 

For it was lyke a limid glas, 

But that it ſhone ful more clere, 

But of what congelid matere 

It was Ine wiſte redily ; 

But at the laſte eſpyid I, 

And founde that it was everydele 

A roche of yſe and not of ſtele: 
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46 THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


Thought I, by Saint Thomas of Kent 

This were a feble foundement 

To buildin on a place ſo hie; 

He ought hym lite to glorifie 

That heron builte, God ſo me ſave. 
Tho ſawe | all the hall igrave 

With famous folkis namis ſele 

That haddin ben in mochil wele, 

And ther famis full wide iblowe, 

But well unnethis might I knowe 

Any lettiris for to rede 

'Ther namis by, for out of drede 

Thei werin almoſte of thawed fo 

That of the lettirs one or two 

Were molte awaie of every name, 

So unfamous was wexe ther fame; 

But men ſaie, Mat maie evir laſt ? 
Tho gan I in mync herte caſt 

That thei were molte awaie for hete, 

And not awaie with ſtormis bete, 

For on that oth ir fide | ſey 

Of this hill, that northward yley, 

How it was writin full of names 

Of folke that had afore grete fames 

Of oldè tyme, and yet thei were 


As freſhe as men had written *hem there 


"The ſelf daie, or that verry houre, 
That 1 on hem began to poure ; 
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But well I wiſte what it made, 

It was conſervid with the ſhade, 

All the writyng which that J fie, 

Of a caſtill that ſtode on hie, 

And ſtode eke in ſo cold a place 

That hete ne might it not de ſace. 
Tho gan Jon this hill to gone, 

And found upon the coppe a wone, 

That all the men that ben on live 

Ne han the connyng to diſcrive 

The beaute of that ilkè place, 

Ne coudin caſtin no compace 

Soche an othir for to ymake 

That might of beautie be his make, 

Ne one ſo wondirly iwrought, 

That it aſtonieth yet my thought, 

And makith all my witte to ſwinke, 

Upon this caſtill for to thinke, 

So that the wondir grete beautie, 

Caſte, craft, and curioſitie, 

Ne can I not to you deviſe, 

My witte ne maie me not ſuffiſe, 

But nathelefle all the ſubſtaunce 

I have yet in my remembraunce; 

For why? me thoughtin, by Sainct Gile, 

Thar all was ſtone of berile 

Bothe the caſtill and the toure, 

And eke the hall and every boure, 
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48 THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


Withoutin pecis or joynynges, 

But many ſubtill compaſſynges, 

As barbicans and pinnacles, 

Imageries and tabernacles, 

I ſawe, and full eke of windowes, 

As flakis fallin in grete ſnowes, 

And eke in eche of the pinacles 

Y werin ſondrie habitacles, 

In whiche ſtodin all withoutin 

Full the caſtill all aboutin 

Of all manir of minſtralis 

And jeſtours, that tellin talis 

Bothe of wepyng and eke of game, 

And all that longith unto Fame: 

There herde I playing on an harpe, 

That yſounid bothe well and ſharpe, 

Hym Orpheus full craftily, 

And on this othir fide faſt by 

Yſatte the harpir Orion, 

And Gacides Chirion, 

And othir harpirs many one, 

And the Briton Glaſkirion, 

And ſmalè harpirs with ther glees 

Satte undir hem in divers ſees, 

And gone on *hem upwarde to gape, 

And counterfaited 'hem as an ape, 

Or as Crafte counterfeitith Kinde. 
Tho ſawe I ſtandin *hem behinde, 


Boke III. 


100 


Tos 


110 


115 


129 


100 


109 


110 


117 


129 


Bolke TIT. THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


Afarre from hem, all by hem ſelve, 
Many a thouſande tymis twelve, 
That madin loude minſtralſies 
In cornmuſe and eke in ſhalmies, 
And in many an othir pipe, 
That craftily began to pipe 
Bothe in douced and eke in rede, 
That ben at feſtis with the brede, 
And many” a floite and litlyng horne, 
And pipis made of grene corne, 
As have theſe little herdegromes 
That kepin beſtis in the bromes. 
There ſawe | then Dan Citherus, 
And of Athenes Dan Proſetus, 
And Mercia, that loſte her ſkinne 
Bothe in the face, bodie, and chinne, 
For that ſhe would envyin, lo! 
To pipin bette than Apollo. 
There ſawe | famous old and yong 
Pipiris of all the Duche tong, 
To lernin love dauncis ſpringis, 
Reyis, and the ſtraunge thingis. 
Tho ſawe I in an othir place, 
Yſtandyng in a large ſpace, 
Of hem that makin blodie ſoun 
In trumpè, beme, and clar ioun, 
For in fight and in blodeſhedynges 
Is uſid glad clarionynges. 
Feolame XIII. 
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30 THE HOUSE'OF FAME, Boke III. 


There herde l trumpin Meſſenus, 
Of whom that ſpekith Virgilius. 
There herd | Joab trumpe alſo, 155 
Theodomas, and othir mo, 
And all that uſid clarion 
In Caſteloigne and Aragon, 
That in ther tymis famous were, 
To lernin ſawe I trumpin there. 160 
There ſawe Lit in othir ſees, 
Playing on othir ſondrie glees, 
Whiche that I can not now nevin, 
Mo then ſterris ben in hevin, 


Of whiche l n'ill as now not rime 165 
For eſe of you and loſſe of time, 
For Tyme iloſt, this knowin ye, V 
By no ꝛvale maie recovered be. Ane 
There ſawe l playing jogelours, Anc 
Magiciens and tragètours, 170 Upe 
And Phetoniſſis, charmereſſis, Th: 
And olde witchis and ſorcereſſis, Ane 
That uſen exorſiſacions Asi 
And eke ſubfumigacions, | An 
And clerkis eke which connin well 175 I ga 
All this magike hight Naturell, The 
That craftily doe ther ententes | Wh 
Lo maken in certain aſcendentes The 
Imagis, lo! through whiche magike Aue 


To maken a man ben whole or ſike. 180 Iwr 
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There ſawe I the Quene Medea, 
And Circe and Caliophia. 

There ſawe | Hermes Ballenus, 
Limote, and eke Symon Magus. 

There ſawe I, and yknewe by name, 
That by ſoche arte doen men have fame. 

There ſawe | eke Coll Tragetour 
Upon a table” of ſicamour 
Playin an uncouth thyng to tell; 

I ſawe hym cary a windemell 
Undir a walnote ſhale. 

What ſhould I makin lengir tale? 
Of all the peple that I fey 
could not tell till dom'iſdey. 

When l had all this folke beholde, 
And founde me loce and not yholde, 
And 1 amuſfid a longe while 
Upon this wall all of berile, 

That ſhene lightir then any glas, 
And made wl more then it ywas, 
As it kindely thing of Fame is, 
And then right anone aftir this 
gan forthe romin till I fonde 
The caſtill yate on my right honde, 
Whiche all ſo well ycorvin was 
That nevir ſoche an othir n'as, 
Aud yet it was by avinture 
Iwrought by grete and ſubtill cure; 
E ij 
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82 THE YOUSE OF FAME, 


It nedith not you more to tellen, 
To makin you to long to dwellen, 
Of theſe ilke yatis floriſhynges, 
Ne of compacis ne karvynges, 
Nethe hackyng in maſonries, 

As corbettis and imageries. 

But Lorde, fo faire it was to ſhewe! 
For it was all with golde behewe; 
But in | went, and that anone: 
There met | crying many one, 

A larges, larges! holde up well; 

God ſave the ladie of this pell, 

Our owne gentill Ladie Fame, 

And *hem that willen to have a name 
Of us! Thus heard I cryin all, 

And faſt comin out of the hall 

And ſhoke noblis and ſtarlyngis, 
And corounid were as kyngis 

With crounis wrought full of loſynges, 
And many ribans many fringes 
Were on ther clothis truily. 

Tho at the laſt eſpyid l 
That purſevauntes and heraudis, 
That cryin riche folkis laudis, 

It werin all; and every man 

Of hem, as [| you tellin can, 

Had on him throwin a veſture 
Whiche men yclepe a cote armure, 
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Embroudirid wondirly riche, 
As though thei werin not iliche: 
But nought will I, ſo mote l thrive, 
Be now aboutin to diſcrive 
All theſe armis that there yweren 
That thei thus on ther cotis weren, 
For to me were impoſſible, 
Men might make of 'hem a Bible 
Full twentie fote thicke as | trowe, 
For certain who ſo coud it knowe 
Ymight there all the armis ſene 
Ol famous folke that er had bene 
In Affrike, Europe, and Aſie, 
Sithins firſt began chivalrie. 

Lo! how ſhould | now tell all this! 
Ne of the hall cke what nede is 
To tellin you ? that every wall 
Of it, and rofe, and flore withall, 
Was platid halfe a fote thicke 
Of golde, and that ne was not wicke, 
But for to provin in all wiſe 
As fine as ducket in Veniſe, 
Of whiche to lite all in my pouche is; 
And thei were ſet as thicke of ouchis 
Fine, of the finiſt ſtonis faire 
That men reden in the lapidaire, 
Or as graſſis growen in a mede 
But it were all to long to rede 
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The namis, and therefore I pace. 265 
But in this luſtie and riche place, 
That Fam'is Hall ycallid was, 
Fall mochil pres of folke there n'as, 
| Ne crouding, for to mochil pres; 
But all on hie above a des 270 
14 Satte in a ſe imperiall 
| That made was of rubie roiall 
Whiche that a carbuncle is called, 
1 ſawe perpetually iſtalled 
A femine creture, 275 
That nevir formid by Nature 
Was ſoche an othir thyng l ſaie; 
For althirfirſte, the ſothe to ſaie, 
Me thoughtin that ſhe was ſo lite 
That the ſmale length of a cubite 280 
Was lengir than ſhe ſemid be, 
But thus ſone in a while ſhe 
Her ſelf tho' wondirly yſtreight 
That with her fete ſhe th' erthe yreight, 
And with her hedde ſhe touchid heven, 285 
There as ſhinith the ſterris ſeven; 
And thereto yet, as to my wit, 
I ſawin a grete wondir yit, 
Upon her eyin to beholde, 
But certainly* I' hem nevir tolde, 290 
For as fele eyin haddin ſhe 
As fethirs upon foulis be, 
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Or werin on the beſtis foure 
That Godd'is trone can to honoure, 
As writeth [hon in the' Apocalyps, 


Her here, that was owndie and crips, 


As burnid golde it ſhone to ſe. 
And, ſothe to tellin alſo, ſhe 
Had alſo fele upſtandyng eres, 
And tongis as on beſt ben heres, 
And on her fete woxin ſawe l 
Partrich' is wingis redily. 


But Lorde! the perrie'and the richeſſe 


I ſawe ſittyng on the goddeſſe, 

And the hevinly melodie 

Of ſongis full of armonie 

I herde about her trone iſong, 

That all the palais wall yrong ! 

So ſonge the mightie Muſe, ſhe 

That clepid is Caliope, 

And her ſevin ſuſtirin eke, 

That in ther facis ſemin meke, 

And evirmore eternally 

Thei ſongin of Fame; tho heard I, 

Yheried be thou and thy name, 

Goddeſſe of Renoun and of Fame! 
Tho was [| aware at the laſt, 

As | myne eyin gan upcaſt, 

That this ilke grete and noble quene 

pon her ſhuldirs gan ſuſtene 
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Botliè the armis and the name 

Of tho that haddin large fame, 
Aliſander and Hercules, 

That with a ſherte his life did leſe; 
And thus founde I ſittyng this goddcſic 
In noble honour and richeſſe, 

Of which I ftinte a while now, 

Of othir thing to tellin you. 

Tho ſawe l ſtande on th' other ſide, 
Streight doune unto the doris wide, 
From the dees many a pillere 
Of metall that ſhone not full clere, 
But though thei were of no richeſle 
Yet were thei made for grete nobleſle, 
And in hem was there grete ſentence, 
And folke of hie and digne reverence, 
Of which to tellin will I fonde. 

Upon a pillir ſawe I ſtonde, 
Alderſirſt there l yſie, 

Upon a pillir ſtonde on hie, 

That was of lede and iron fine, 

H ym of the ſeae Saturnine, 

The Ebraike Joſephus the old, 
That of the Jewis geſtis told, 

And he bare on his ſhuldirs hie 

All the fame up of the Jutie; 

And by hym ſtodin othir ſeven, 
Full wilc and worthie for to nt ven, 
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To helpe hym berin up the charge, 

It was ſo hevie and ſo large; 

And for thei writtin of battailes 

As well as of othir marvailes, 

Therefore ywas, lo ! this pillere, 

Of the whiche 1 you tellin here, 

Of lede and iron bothe iwis, 

For iron Mart'is metall is, 

Whiche that the god is of Battaile, 

And eke the lede withoutin faile 

Is, lo! the metall of Saturne, 

That hath ful large whele to turne, 

To ſtandin forthe on eithir rowe 

Of'hem whiche that I could yknowe, 

Though I by ordir hem not tell, 

To makin you to long to dwell. 
Theſe, of the whiche I gan to rede, 

Theſe ſawe I ſtandin out of drede 

Upon an iron pillir ſtrong, 

That paintid was all endelong 

With tigr'is blode in every place, 

The Tholaſon, with that height Stace, 

That bare of Thebis up the name 

Upon his ſholdirs, and the fame 

Alſo of cruill Achilles; 

And by hym ſtode withoutin leſe 

Full wondir hie on a piller 

Of iron he the grete Omer, 


57 


350 


355 


360 


365 


370 


375 


— — 
a _ # » 


— O90, 2 > 
— - 


%s 


JP _ _ 
* - 
E 2 


— ___ N 
* 
2 2 


— 2 to 1 


3 -- 
„ 2 
ms 


_— 
— 


— 


38 ut HOUSE OF FAME. 


And with him Dares and Titus 
Before, and cke he Lollius, 
And Guido eke de Columpnis, 
And Engliſhe Galfride cke iwis; 
And cche of theſe, as | have joye, 
Was buſie for to bere up Troye, | 
So hevie thereof was the fame, 
That for to bere it was no game ; 
But yet | gan full well eſpie 
Betwene hem was a little* envie; 
One ſaied that Omer made lies 
And feinyng in his poctries, 

And was to the Grckes favourable, 
And therefore helde he it but fable. 
Tho fawe | ſtande on a pillere 

That was of tinnid iron clere, 
Him the Latine poete Virgile, 
That hath bore up a longe while 
The fame of pius ZEneas. 

And nexte hym on a pillir was 
Of coppir Venus clerke Ovide, 
That hoth yſowin wondirs wide 
The grete god of Lov'is fame, 
And there he bare up well his name 
Upon this piller al ſo hie, 

As I might ſe it with myne eye; 
For Why? this hall whereof l rede 


Was woxe on height, and length, and brede, 
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Well more by a thouſande dele 
Than it was erſt, that ſawe 1 wele. 

Tho ſawe I on a pillir by 
Of iron, wrought full ſternily, 

The grete poete, him Dan Lucan, 
That on his ſholdirs bare up than, 

As hie as that | might it ſe, 

The fame of Julius and Pompe, 

And by hym ſtodin all theſe clerkes 
That write of Rom'is mightie werkes, 
That if I would ther namis tell 

Tho all to long ymuſt I dwell. 

And nexte hym on a pillir ſtode 
Of ſulphure, liche as he were wode, 
Dan Claudian, ſothe for to tell, 
That hare up all the fame of hell, 
Of Pluto and of Proſerpine, 

That quene is of the derke pine. 
What ſhould I more tellin of this? 
The hall ywas all full iwis 

Of hem that writtin olde jeſtes 
As ben on treis rokis neites, 

But it a full confuſe mattere 

Were all theſc jeſtis for to here 


That thei of write, and how thet height: 


But while that I beheld this fight 
I herde a noiſe approchin blive, 
That farcth as bees doen in an hive 
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60 THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


Ayenſt ther tyme of out flying, 
Right ſoche a manir murmuryng 
For all the worlde it ſemid me. 

Tho gan I loke about, and ſe 
That there come entryng into the” hall 
A right grete companie withall, 
And that of ſondrie regions, 
Of all kind of condicions 
That dwell in yerthe undir the mone, 
Bothe pore and riche: and al ſo ſone 
As thei were come into the hall 
Thei gan on kneis doune to fall 
Before this ilkè noble quene, 
And ſayid, Graunt us, ladie ſhene! 
Eche of us of thy grace a bone. 
And ſome of hem ſhe grauntid ſone, 
And ſome ſhe warnid well and faire, 
And ſome ſhe grauntid the contraire 
Of ther aſkyng all uttirlie; 
But this 1 fate you truilie, 
What that her grace was I ne wiſt, 
For of theſe folke full well I wiſt 
Thei haddin gode ſame eche deſerved, 
Although thei were diverſly ſerved, 
Right as her ſiſtir Dame Fortune 
is wont to ſervin in commune. 

Now herkin how ſhe gan to paie 
"Hem that gan her of grace to praie, 
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And yet, lo! all this companic 

vſaidin ſothe, and not a lie. 
Madame, (thus fayid thei) we he 

Folke whiche that here beſechin the 

That thou grauntin us now gode Fame, 

And let our workis have gode name; 

Ir full recompenſacion 

Of gode worke give us gode renoun, 
warne it yon (quod ſhe anone) 

Ye gettin of me gode Fame none 

By God, and therefore go your waie. 
Alas, (quod thei) and welawaie! 

Tellith us what your cauſe maie be. 
For that me liſte it not, (quod ſhe.) 

No wight ſhall ſpeke of you iwis 

Ne gode ne harme, ne that ne this. 

And with that worde ſhe gan to call 

er meſſengir that was in hall, 

And bad that he ſhould faſt ygone, 

Upon pain to be blinde anone, 

For ZEolus, the god of Winde, 

In Thrace there ye ſhall hym yſinde, 

And bid hym bryng his clarioun 

That is full divers of his ſoun, 

And it 18 clepid Clere Laude, 

With whiche he wont is to heraude 

Hem that me lift ipraiſid be; 

And alſo bid hym how that he 


Falume XIII. F 


61 


465 


47⁰ 


475 


482 


485 


3 2 — — a> 4. 
* < a 22 ROS pp 
- CSS — 


WT x” 2 _— 3 1 — * 
» N * f * 4 
«4 8 * -= = - - = ©, 2-* - 
DP 
— 2 22 be . * 
— * 


4 


<= JS 
_ 
TX ies. + _—_— - = — 


ae 
_ 


= — 4 
— — 


62 THE nous OF FAME, 


Bryng eke his othir clarioun, 

That hight Sclaundir in every toune, 

With whiche he wont is to diffame 

Hoem that me liſt and doe hem ſhame. 
This meſſengir gan faſt to gone, 

And founde where in a cave of ſtone, 

In a countre which that hight Thrace, 

This ZEolus with harde grace 

Yhelde the windis in diſtreſſe, 

And gan 'hem undir hym to preſſe, 

That thei gone as the beris rore, 

He bounde and preſſid hem ſo ſore, 
This meſſengir gan faſt to crie, 

Riſe up (quod he) and fait the hie 

Untill thou at my ladie be, 

And take thy clarions eke with the, 

And ſpede the faſt : and he anone 

Toke to him one that hight Tritone, 

His clarions to berin tho, 

And let a certain winde ygo, 

That blewe fo hidouſly and hie 

That it ne leftè not a ſxie 

In all the welkin long and brode. 
This ZEolus no where abode 

Till he was come to Fam'is fete, 

And eke the man that Triton hete, 

And there he ſtode as ſtill as ſtone ; 

And here withall there came anone 
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An othir huge companie 
Of gode foike, and began to crie 
Jadie! grauntith us now gode Fame, 
And let our workis have that name, 
Now in honour of gentilneſſe, 
And al ſo God your ſoule ybleſſe, 
For we han well deſervid it, 
Therefore is right that we be quit. 
As thrive I (quod ſhe) ye ſhall faile, 
Gode workis ſhall you not availe 
To have of me gode Fame as now 
But wote ye what? I grauntin yowe 
That ye ſtall havin a ſhrewde name, 
And wickid loos and worſè Yame, 


Though ye gode loos have well deferved; 


Now goeth your waie, for ye ben ſerved. 
And thou Dan Wolus. (quod the) 
Take forthe thy trompe anone, let ſe, 
That is iclepid Sclaundir light, 
And blowe ther loos, that every wight 
Speke of hen harne and ſhreudineſſe 
In ſtede of gode and worthineſle, 
For thou ſhalt trumpe all the contraire 
Of that thici have doen well and faire. 
Alas! thought I, what avintures 

Yhavin theſe forie cretures, 
That thei emongis al the pres 
Mould thus be ſhamid giltiles! 
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64 THE HOUSE OF FAMZ. 


But what? it muſt nedis ybe. 

What did this Solus? but he 

Toke out his blacke trompe of bras, 
That foulir then the devill was, 

And gan this trompe for to blowe 
As all the worlde ſhould ovirthrowe: 
Throughout every regioun 

went this foule trump'is ſoun 

As ſwift as pellit out of gonne 
When fire is in the poudir ronne, 
And ſoche a ſmoke gan out wende 
Out of the touletrump'is ende, 
Blacke, blue, and greniſhe, ſwartiſhe, rede, 
As doith where that men melte lede, 
Lo! all on hie from the tewell; 

And therta ong thyng fawe | well, 
That ay the ferthir that it ranne 
The gretir wexin it beganne, 

A3 doeth the rivir from a well, 

And it ſtanke as the pitte of hell: 
Alas! thus was ther ſhame irong, 
And giltleſſe, on every tong. 

Tho came the thirdè companie, 

And gone up to the dees to hie, 

And doune on knees thei fell anone, 
And ſaidin, We ben everichone 
Folke that yhan full truilie 
Deſervid Fame rightfullie, 
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And prayin you it might be knowe 

Right as it is, and forthe yblowe. 
graunte, (quod ſhe) for now me liſt 

That your gode workis ſhall be wiſt, 

And yet ye ſhall have bettir loos, 

Right in diſpite of all your fuos, 

Then worthie is, and that anone, 

Let now (quod ſhe) thy trumpe gone, 

Thou ZEolus, that is fo blacke, 

And out thyne othir trumpè take 

That hightin Laude, and blowe it fo 

That through the worlde ther Fame may go 

All efily and not to faſt, 

That it be knowin at the laſt, 

Full gladly, ladie myne ! he ſaied; 
And out his trumpe of golde he braicd 
Anone, and ſet it to his mouthe, 

And blewe it eſt, and weſt, and ſouthe, 
And northe, as loude as any thonder, 
That every wight hath of it wonder, 
$9 brode it ran or that it ſtent ; 

And certis all the breth that went 

Out of his trump'is mouthe yſmelde 


As men a potte full of baume Relde 
Emong a baſkit full of roſes; 


This favour did he to ther loſes. 
Aud right with this 1 gan eſpie 
+here came the fowirth companie, 
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But certaine thei were wondir fewe, 

And gonne to ſtandin on a rewe, 

And ſaidin, Certis, ladie bright! 

We have doen well with all our might, 

ut we ne kepe to havin Fame; 

Hidith our workis and our name 

For Godd'is love, for certis we 

Have ſurely doen it for bounte, 

And for no manir othir thyng. 
I grauntin you all your aſkyng, 

(Quod ſhe;) let your workis be dedde. 
With that about I tourned my hedde, 

And ſawe anone the fivith rout, 

That to this ladie gan to lout, 

And doune on knees anone to fall, 

And to her tho beſoughtin all 

To hidin ther gode workis eke, 

And ſayid, thei yeve not a leke 

For no Fame, ne no ſoche renoun, 

For thei for contemplacioun 

And Godd'is love had it ywrought, 

Ne of Fame wouldin thei have nought. 
What! (quod ſhe) and be ye fo wode ? 

And wenin ye for to doe gode 

And for to have of that no Fame ? 

Have ye difpite to have my name? 

Naie, ye ſhall lyin everichone. 

Blowith thy trumpe, and that anone, 
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(Quod ſhe) thou HFolus, I hote, 

And ring theſe folkis workes by note, 
That all the worlde mate of it here: 
And he gan blowe ther loos fo clere 
Within his goldin clarioun, 

That through the worlde ywent the ſoun 
Al fo kindely and eke fo ſoft 

That ther Fame was yblowe aloft. 

And tho came the ſixt companie, 

And gonin faſt to Fame to crie 

Right verily in this manere ; 

Thei ſaidin, Mercie, ladie dere 

To tellin certain as it 1s 

We have doen neithir that ne this, 
But idill all our life hath be; 

But nathèleſſe yet prayin we 

That we male have as gode a Fame, 
And grete renome and knowin name, 
As thei that have doe noble jeſtes, 
And have achevid all ther queſtes, 

As well of love as othir thyng, 
All was us nevir broche ne ryng, 
Ne ellis what fro women ſent, 

Ne onis in ther herte iment, 
To maken us onely frendly chere, 
Put mought ytemin us on bere, 
Yet let us to the peple ſeme 
Soche as the worlde maie of us deme 
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That women lovin us for wode, 
It ſhall do us as mochil gode, 
And to our herte as moche availe 
The countirpeile, eſe, and travaile, 660 
As we had wonnin with labour, 
For that is dere ybought honour, 
At the regard of our grete eſe; 
And yet ye muſt us more yplefe, 
Let us beholdin eke thereto 665 
Worthie, and wiſe, and gode alſo, 
And riche, and happie unto love, 
For Godd'is love that ſitteth above; 
Though we maie not the bodie have 
Of women, yet, ſo God me fave, 670 
Let men yglewe on us the name; 
Suffiſith that we have the Fame. 
graunt it, (quod ſhe) by my trouth. 
Now, Holus, withoutin flouth 
Take out thy trumpe of golde, (quod ſhe) 677 
And blowe as thei have aſkid me, 
That every man wene hem at cle 
Although thei go in full badde leſe. 
This ZEolJus gan it fo blowe 
That through the worlde it was iknowe. 685 
Tho came the ſeventh route anone, 
And fill on kneis everichone, 
And ſayid, Ladie, graunte us ſone 
The ſame thyng, the ſame bone, 
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Which that this nexte folke you have done. 
Fie on you (quod ſhe) everichonc! 
Ye naſtie {wine, ye idle wretches, 
Fullſillid of rottin ſlowe tetches! 
What! falſe thevis, where ye wolde 
Ben famid gode, and nothyng n' olde 
Deſervin why, ne nevir thought, 
Men rathir you to'hangin ought, 
For ye be like the ſlepie cat, 
That would have fiſhe, but woſt thou what ? 
He woll nothyng wete his clawis: 
Evill thrifte come to your jawis, 
And on myne, if I you it graunte, 
Or doe favour you to avaunte. 
Thou ZEolus, thou Kyng of Thrace, 
Go blowe this folke a ſorie grace 
(Quod ſhe) anone; and woſt thou how? 
As | ſhall tellin the right nowe ; 
Say theſe ben they that wolde honour 
Have and do no kinde of labour, 
Ne do no gode, and yet have laude, 
And that men wende that belle I ſaude 
Ne coude *hem not of love werne, 
Ard yet ſhe that ygrint at querne 
Is al to gode to ele ther herte. 
This ZEolus anone up ſterte, 
And with his blacke clarioun 
He gan to blaſin out a ſoun 
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70 THE HOUSE OF FAME. 


As loud as bellith winde in hel, 
And eke therwith, the ſothe to tel, 
This fowne was ſo ſull of japes . 
As evir mowis were in apes, 
And that went al the worlde aboute, 
That every wight gan on hem ſhoute 
And for to laugh as they were wode, 
Soche game yfounde they in ther hode. 
Tho came anothir companye 
That hadde ydone the trechery, 
The harme and the grete wickedneſſe, 
That any herte coudin ygeſſe, 
And prayid her to have gode Fame 
And that ſhe n'vlde do hem no ſhame, 
But give hem loos and gode renoun, 
And do it blowe in clarioun. 
Nay, wis, (quod ſhe) it were a vyce; 
Al be there in me no juſtice 
Me lyſt not for to do it nowe, 
Ne this I ne will graunt it you. 
Tho came there lepinge in a route, 
And gan to clappin al aboute 
Every man upon the crowne, 
That al the hal began to fowne, 
And ſayid, Lady leſe and dere! 
We ben ſoche ſolkes, as ye may here, 
'To tellin all the tale aright, 
Ve ben ſhrewis every wight, 
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And have delite in wickidneſſe, 

As gode folke havin in godeneſſe, 
And joye to ben yknowin ſhrewes, 
And ful of vice and wickid thewes, 
Wherfore we pray you on a rowe 
That our Fame be ſoche yknowe 
In al thingis right as it is. 

[ graunte it you, (quod ſhe) ywis ; 
But what arte thou that ſaieſt this tale, 
That weriſt on thy hoſe a pale, 

And on thy tippet ſoche a bel? 

Madame, (quod he) the ſothe totel, 
Jam that ilke ſhrewe ywis 
That brent the templeꝰ of Iſidis 
in Athenis, lo! that cyte. 

And wherfore diddeſt thou ſo? (quod ſhe. ) 
By my trouthe, (anſwered he) Madame, 
I wolde faine have had a name, 

As othir folke had in the towne; 
Although they were of grete renowne 
For ther vertue and ther thewis, 
Thought l, as grete Fame have ſnrewis 
Though it be nought) for ſhrewdeneſſe 
As gode folke havin for godeneſſe, 

And ſithen I may not have that one 

That othir n'yl [ not forgone, 

As for to gettin a Fame here, 

The temple ſette I al on fire, 
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72 THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


Nowe done our loos be blowin ſwithe, 
As wiſly be thou evir blythe. 

Gladly, (quod ſhe.) Thou ZEolus, 
Heriſt thou not what they prayen us? 
Madame, l here ful wel, (quod he) 
And l will trumpin it parde; 

And toke his blacke trumpe faſte, 
And gan to puſhn and to blaſte 
Tyl it was at the world'is ende. 

With that gan aboutin wende, 
For one that ſtode right at my bake 
Me thought ful godely to me ſpake, 
And ſayid, Frende, what is thy name ? 
Arte thou come hidir to have Fame ? 
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Have Fame! nay, for ſothe, frende, (quod I) 


I come nat hithir, grant mercy! 
For no ſoche cauſe, by my hed, 
Suffiſith me as I were ded 
That no wight have my name in honde ; 
1] wot my ſelfe beſt howe | ſtonde, 
For what I drie or what I thinke 
I wol my ſelfin al it drinke, 
Certainly for the more parte, 
As ferforth as | can mine arte. 
What doiſt thou here than ? (quod he.) 
{Quod I) That wol H tellin the: 
The cauſe why I ſtandin here 
s ſome new tidinges for to lere, 
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Some news thing, I ne wot what, 

Tydingis eythir this or that, 

Of love, or of ſoche thingis glade, 

For certainly he that me made 

To comin hidir faid to me 

{ ſhuldin bothe yhere and ſe 

In this place many wondir thinges, 

But theſe ne be no ſoche tidinges 

As I yment of. No? (quod he.) 

And | anſwerid, No, parde, 

For ful wel I wote evir yet, 

Sithinis that firſte l had wit, 

That ſome ſolke han deſirid Fame 

Diverſly, and loos and gode name, 

But certainly I ne wiſt how 

Ne where that Fame dwellid or nowe, 

Ne eke of her diſeripcion, 

Ne alſo her condicion, 

Ne eke the ordir of her dome 

Knewe I not till 1 hithir come. 
Why than be, lo! theſe tidingis 

Which that thou nowe hethir bringis, 


That thou haſt herde ? (quod he to me:) 


But nowe no force, for wel | ſe 

What thou defiriſt for to lere: 

Come forth, and ſtande no lengir here, 
And I woll the, withoutin drede, 

n to ſoche anothir place lede 


Volume XIII. G 


73 


800 


819 


815 


820 


= mY 1 . : 
2345 
ä 

* . 

- * 8 n—_— — - 4 

”. o 
* 2 - r - 
= AJ 


- 


— 


—  _— ce , 


* 6 — 


_ * 7 ATR 
— — Wc 
1 . 
- * PR jp 


"= of 
_— wy wü— — — — 


2 . 4 xs 
- — 


74 THE HOUSE OF FAME. 


There thou ſhalte herin many one. 
Tho gan I forthe with him to gone 
Out of the caſtil, ſothe to ſey. 
Tho ſawe | ſtande in a valey, 
Undir the caſtil faſtè by, 
An Houſe that Demus Dedali, 
That Labyrinthus, ycleped is, 
N'as made ſo wondirly ywis, 
Ne halfe ſo quently was ywrought ; 
And evirmo as ſwifte as thought 
This queint Houſe aboutin ywent, 
That nevirmo it ſtill yſtent, 
And there came out ſo gret a noiſe, 
That had it ſtondin upon Oyſe 
Men might have herde it eſily 
To Rome, I trowin ſikirly; 
And the noiſe whiche that I yherde 
For al the worlde right ſo it ferde 
As dothe the routinge of the ſtone 
That fro th'engin is letyn gone. 
And al this Houſe of whiche l rede 
Was made of twyggis ſalowe, rede, 


And grene eke, and ſome werin white, 


Soche as men to the cagis twhite, 
Or makin of theſe paniers, 
Or ellis hutchis or doſlers, 


That for the ſwough and for the twigges 


This Houſe was al ſo full of gigges, 
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And al ſo ful cke of chirkinges, 
And of many othir wirkinges, 
And eke this Houſe hath of entrees 
As many' as levis ben on trees 

In ſommir whan that they ben grene, 
And on the rofe yet men may ſene 
A thouſande holis, and well mo, 
To lettin the ſowne out ygo; 

And by day in every tyde 

Ben al the doris opin wide, 

And by night eche one is unſhette; 
Ne portir is there none to lette 

No manir tydinges in to pace, 

Ne ne vir reſt is in that place, 

That it n'is filled full of tidinges, 
Eythir loude or of whiſperinges, 
And evir all the Houſis angles 

Is full of rowninges and of jangles, 
Of werres, of pece, of mariages, 
Of reſtes, of labour, of viages, 

Of abode, of dethe, and of lyfe, 

Of love, of hate, accorde, of ſtrife, 
Of loſſe, of lore, and of winninges, 
Of hele, of ſickeneſſe, or leſinges, 
Of faire wethir and tempeſtis, 

Of qualme, of folke and of beſtis, 
Of divers tranſmutacions 

f eſtates and of regions, 
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76 TEE HOUSE OF FAME, 


Of truſt, of drede, of jalouſy, 
Of witte, of winning, of foly, 
Of plenty and of grete famine, 
Of chepe, of derthe, and of ruine, 
Ot pode or of miſgovernement, 
Of fyre, and divers accident. 
And lo! this Houſe of whiche 1 write 
Sykir be ye it n'as not lite, 
For it was ſyxtie mile of length; 
Al was the tymbir of no ſtrength, 
Vet it is foundid to endure 
While that it lyſte to Avinture, 
That is the mothir of Tidinyes, 
As the ſe of wellis and ſpringes, 
And it was ſhapin lyke a cage. 
Certis, (quod I) in al mine age 
Ne ſawe I ſoche an Houſe as this. 
And as | wondrid me ywis 
Upon this Houſe, tho ware was I 
How that myne egle faſte by 
Was perchid hye upon a ſtone, 
And I gan ſtreight to him to gone, 
And ſayid him thus, | pray the 
That thou a while abidin me 


For Godq' is love, and let me ſene 
What wondirs in that place ybene, 
For yet parauntir I niay lere 

Some gode therin, or ſomwhat here, 


Beole III. 


889 


898 


895 


900 


905 


Zole 


That 

Pe 
(Qu 
But 
That 
Ne i 
Toc 
So fa 
But | 
As 
Fina 
Thel 
To p 
Soch 
That 
And 
Who 
Sithe 
The 
Lang 
But ] 
WII. 
And 
To v 
To f. 
And 
Whe 


Thot 


96 


95 


0 


05 


Zole III. THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


That lefe me were or that I went. 

Peter, that is nowe myne entent, 
(Quod he to me) therfore | dwel 
But certaine one thinge I the tel, 
That but I bringin the therin 
Ne ihal thou nevir conne the gin 
To come in to it out of doute, 
So faſte it whirlith, lo! aboute; 
But ſithe that Jov'is of his grace, 
As | have ſaid, wil the ſolace 
Finally with theſe ilke thinges, 
Theſe uncouthe ſightis and tidinges, 
To paſſe away thine hevineſſe, 
Soche routhe hath he of thy diſtreſle 
That thou ſuffredeſt debonairly, 
And woſte thy ſelvin uttirly 
Wholy deſperate of al bliſſe, 
Sithe that Fortune hath made amiſſe 
The ſote of al thine hert'is reit 
Languiſhe, and eke in pointe to breſt, 
But he through his mightie melite 
Wil do the eſe, al be it lite, 
And gave in expreſle commaundement, 
To whiche lam obedient, 
To forthir the with al my myght, 
And wiſhe and techin the aright 
Where thou maiſte mca- tidingis here, 
Thou ſhalte here many one ylere. 
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78 THE HOUSE OF FAME, 


And with this worde he right anone 
Yhent me up bytwene his tone, 

And at a windowe in me brought 
That in this Houſe was, as me thought, 
And therewithal me thought it ſtent, 
And nothinge it aboutin wente, 
And me ſet in the flore adoun; 

But ſoche grete congregacioun 

Of folke as I ſawe rome about, 

Some it within and ſome without, 
N'as nevir ſene, ne ſhal be efte, 

That certis in this worlde n'is lefte 
do many formid by Nature, 

Ne ded ſo many a creture, 

That wel unnethis in that place 

Had I a fot'is brede of ſpace; 

And every wight that I ſawe there 
Rownid everiche in othir's ere 

A newe tidinge privily, 

Or els he tolde it opinly, 

Right thus, and ſaid, Ne woſt nat thou 
That is betiddin, lo! right nowe ? 

No, certis, (quod he;) tel me what; 
And than he tolde him this and that, 
And ſwore therto that it was ſothe, 
Thus hath he ſaid, and thus he dothe, 
And this ſhal be', and thus erde l ſay, 
That ſhal be ſounde, that dare I lay; 
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That al the folke that is on lyve 

Ne have the kognioge to diſcrive 
Tho thingis that I herdin there, 
What aloude and what in the ere; 
But al the wondir moſte was this, 
Whan one had herde a thinge ywis 
He came ſtreight to anothir wight, 
And gan him tellin anone right 
The ſame tale that to him was tolde 
Or it a forlonge way was olde, 

And began ſomwhat for to eche 
Unto this tidinge in his fpeche 
More than evir it ſpokin was, 

And nat ſo ſone departid nas 

Tho fro him that he ne ymette 
With the thirde man, and er he lette 
Any ſtounde he ytolde him alſe; 
Werin the tidinges ſothe or falſe 
Yet wolde he tel] it natheles, 

And evirmore with mo encres 


Than it was erſt ; thus northe and ſouthe 
Went every tidinge fro mouth to mouthe, 


And that encreſinge evirmo, 

As fire is wont to quicken and go, 
From a ſparcle ſprongin amis, 
Tyl al a cite brent up is. 


And whan that that was ful up ſpronge, 


And wazin more on every tonge 
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Than er it was, and went anone 

Up to a windowe out to gone, 

Or but it might out there ypaſie 

It gan out crepe at ſome cre vaſſe, 

And flewe forthe faſte for the nones. 
And ſomtyme I ſawe there at ones 

A leſinge and a ſadde ſotheſawe, 

That gonnin of avinture drawe 

Out at a windowe for to pace, 

And whan thei mettin in that place 

They were acheckid bothe two, 

And neithir of 'hem myght out go, 

For eche othir they gonne ſo croude, 

Tyl eche of hem gan cryin loude 

Let me gone firſt ; Nay, but let me, 

And here | wol enſurin the 

With vowis that thou wolt do ſo, 

That I ſhal nevir fro the go, 


But be alway thin owne ſworne brother; 


We wol meddle us eche in other, 

That no man be he ner ſo wrothe 

Shal have one of us two, but bothe 

At onis, as beſide his le ve, 

Come we amorowe or on eve, 

Be we ycryde or ſtyl yrowned : 

Thus ſawe l falſe and ſothe compowned 
Togidir flye for o tidinge; 

Thus out at holis gonne to wringe 
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Every tidinge ſtreight to Fame, 

And ſhe gan yevin eche his name 

Aſtir her diſpoſicion, 

And yeve hem eke duracion, 

Some to wexin and wanin fone, 1025 
As dothe the faire and white mone, 

And let him gonne; there might I ſein 

Wingid wondits full faſt flyin 

Twenty thouſande all in a route, 

As olus hem blewe aboute: 1030 
And, Lorde! this Houſe in alle times 

Was ful of ſhypmen and pilgrimes, 

With ſcrippis bretteful of leſinges, 

Fatermedilid with tidinges; 

And eke alone by hem ſelve 1035 
A many thouſande tymis twelve 

Sawe eke of theſe pardoners, 

Currours, and eke of meſſaungers, 

With bozis crommid ful of lyes 

As evir veſſil was with lies: 1040 
And as I althirſaſtiſt went 

Aboute, and dyd al myne entent 

Me for to playen and for to lere, 

And eke a tiding for to here, 

That I had herde of ſome countre, 1045 
That ſhal not nowe be tolde ſor me, 

For it no nede is, redyly 
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For al mote out or late or rathe 
Alle the ſhevis in the fathe. 

I herdin a grete noiſe withall 
Within a cornir of the hal, 

There men of love tydingis tolde, 
And | gan thidirwarde beholde, 

For [| ſawe renninge every wight 

As faſte as that they haddin might, 
And everyche cride, What thinge is that ? 
And ſome ſaid, I n'ot nevir what: 
And whan they were al on an hepe 
Tho thei behinde gonnin up lepe, 
And clambin up on othir faſte, 

And up the noiſe on hyghin caſte, 
And tredin faſt on othir's heles, 

And ſtampe, as men done aftir eles: 
But at the laſte I ſawe a man 

Whiche that I nought diſcrive ne can, 
But he yſemid for to be 

A man of grete auctorite, 

And therewithal I *'anon abraide 
Out of my ſlepè halfe afraide, 
Remembring wel what had ſene, 
And howe hye and ferre I had bene, 
In my goſt, and had grete wonder 
Of that the mighty god of Thonder 
Had let me knowen, and gan to write 
Lyke as ye have herde me endite, 
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Wherfore to ſtudyꝰ and rede alway 
I purpoſe to do day by day. + 

And thus in dreminge and in game 
Endith this litil Boke of Fame, 


Here endeth The Bole of Fame. 
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Here foloweth a godely balade of Chaucer, 


Mo ru of norture, beſt beloved of all, 
And freſhe floure, to whom gode thrift God ſende, 
Your childe, if it luſte you me ſo to call, 
All be' l' unable my ſelf ſo to pretende, 
To your diſcrecion I recommende 
Mine herte and all, with every circumſtaunce, 
All wholly to be” undir your govirnaunce. 
Moſte defire l, and have, and evir ſhall, 
Thing which that might your hert'is eſe amende; 
Have me excuſed, my powir is but ſmall; 
Natheleſſe of right ye ought for to commende 
My gode will, whiche faine would entende 
To doe you ſervice, for my ſuffiſaunce 
Is wholly to be' undir your govirnaunce. T4 
Meulx'un in herte, whiche nevir ſhall apall, 
Aie freſhe and new, and right glad to diſpende 
My time in your ſervice, what ſo beſall, 
Beſechyng your excellence to defende 
My ſimpleneſle if ignoraunce offende 
in any wile, ſith that myne aſſiaunce 
Is whollie to be* undir your govirnaunce, Al 


— 
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Daiſie of light, very ground of comfort! 

The Sunn'is doughtir ye hight, as I rede, 

For when he weltrith farwell your diſport; 

By your nature anone right ſor pure'drede 

Of the rude Night, that with his boiſtous wede 

Of derkeneſſe ſhadowith our hemiſphere, 

Then cloſin ye, my liv'is Jadie dere! 28 
Daunyng the daie unto his kinde reſort, 

And Phœbus your fathir with his ſtremes rede 

Adorneth the morowe, conſuming the ſort 

Of miſtie cloudes, that wouldin ovirlede 

True humble hertis with ther miſtie hede, 

Nere comfort adaies, when your eyin clere 

Diſcloſe and ſprede, my liv'is ladie dere! 35 
Fe vuuldray ; but the grete God diſpoſeth 

And makith caſuell by his providence 

Soche thing as mann'is frele wit purpoſeth, 

All for the beſt, if that your conſcience 

Not grutche it, but in humble pacience 

14 It receve, for God faith withoutin a fable 

A faithfull herte evir is acceptable. 4% 
Cautelis whoſo uſith gladlie gloſeth; 

To eſchewe ſoche it is right high prudence; 

What ye ſaied onis mine herte oppoſeth, 

That my writyng japis in your abſence 

Pleſid you moche bettir than my preſence, 

Yet can I more, ye be not excuſable; 

A ſaithfull herte evir is acceptable. 49 
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86 CERTAINE BALADES, Cc. 


Qnakith my penne, my ſpirite ſuppoſeth 
"That in my writing ye find woll offence; 
Min hert welknith thus ſone, anon it riſeth, 
Now hotte, now colde, and eft in grete fervence; 
hat mille is is cauſid of negligence, 
And not of malice, therefore beth merciable; 
A ſaithfull herte evir is acceptable. 56 
Lenvoye. 
Forthe complaint, forthe thou lacking eloquence, 
Forthe litil lettir, of enditing lame, 
I have beſought my ladie's ſapience 
Of thy behalfe for to accept in game 
Thine inabilite, doe thou the ſame : 
Abide, have more yet; Je ſerve Foveſſe: 
Now forth, | cloſe the* in holy Venus name, 
The ſhall uncloſe my hert'is govirneſſe. 64 


Thus endeth this ballade. 


A ballade in commendacion of our Ladie. 


A Thouſande ſtories coud I mo reherce 

Of olde poetis touching this matere, 

How that Cupide the hertis gan ſo perce 

Of his ſervauntis, ſettyng *hem in fere. 

Jo here the ſine of th' errour and the fere, 

Jo here of love the guerdone and grevaunce, 

That er what wo her fer vauntes do avaunce! 7 
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Wherfore now plainly I woll my ſtile dreſſe 
Of one to ſpeke at nede that woll not faile; 
Alas! for dole Ine can ne maie' expreſle 
Her paſſyng priſe, and that is no mervaile. 

O winde of grace! now blowe unto my ſaile, 
O auriate licour of Clio! to write 
My penne enſpire of that I woll endite, 

Alas! unworthie Jam and unable 
To love ſoche one, all women ſurmountyng, 
But ſhe be benigne to me and merciable, 

That is of pitie the welle and the ſpryng; 
Wherſore of her in laude and in praiſyng, 
So as I can, ſupportid by her grace, 

Right thus I ſaie, knelyag before her face: 

O ſtere of ſterris, with thy ſtremis clere, 
Sterre of the ſe, to ſhipmen light and gide! 

O luſtie livyng, moſte pleſaunt to* appere, 
Whoſe bright bemis the cloudis maie not hide! 
O waie of life to hem that go or ride, 

Haven aftir tempeſt, ſuriſt up to rive, 

On me have mercie for thy joyis five! 

O rightfull rule! o bote of holinclle ! 

And lightſome line of pitie for to plain, 
Originall of grace and all godeneſle, 
And cleneſt conduct of vertue moſte ſoverain! 
Mothir of mercie', our trouble to reſtrain, 
Chambir and cloſit eleneſt of chattitie, 
And namid herbrough of the deitie! 
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O cloſit, gardin, voide of wedis wicke, 
Criſtallin welle, of clerene ſſe clere conſigned, 
Fructified olive of foiles faire and thicke, 
And redo'lent cedre moſt dere worthy digned! 
Remember on ſinnirs that to the be” aſſined 
Or wickid fendis ther wrathe on hem wreche; 
Lanterne of light! thou art ther livis leche. 43 

Paradiſe of pleſaunce, gladſome to all gode, 

O benigne braunchilet of the pine tre, 

Vinarie' envermailed, refreſhir of bode, 

Licour ayen langour that pulled maie not be, 
Blisful blomie bloſme, bidyng in bounte ! 

Thy mantell of mercie on our mileric ſprede, 

And er we' awaie wrappe us undir thy viede, 49 

O rodie roſier, flouring without ſpine, 

Fountain filthleſſe, as birill currant clere! 

Sum drop of gracefull dewe to us propine 

Light without nebule ſhinyng in thy ſphere, 

Medecine to miſcheves, pucell without pere! 

Flambe doun the full light of thin influence, 

Remembring thy ſervantes for thy magnificence. 30 
Of all Chriſtin protectrice and tutele, 

Retourne of exiled put in the proſcripcion, 

To hem that erren in the” pathe of ther ſequele, 

To weric torwandrid tent and pavilion, 

To faint and to freſhe the pauſacion, 

Jo unreltice bothe reſt and remedie, 

FruRfull to all tho that in her aſſie: 63 

bd 


43 


49 


56 


CERTAINE BALADES, Ce. 


To hem that rennin thou art itincrarie, 
O blisfull bravie to knightes of thy werre! 
To werie werkmen ihe is diourne denarie, 
Mede unto mariners that have failed ferre, 
Laureate coroune ſtremyng as a ſterre, 
o hem put in palaſtre for thy ſake 
Tours of ther congueſt white as any lake. 
O mirthe of martyrs! ſwetir than ſitolſe, 
Of confeſſours alſo riche donatite, 
Unto virgines eternall lauriole, 
"Fore all woman havyng prerogatite, 
NMothir and maide, bothe widowe and cke wiſe! 
Of all the worlde is none but thou alone, 
Now ſith thou maie be ſuccour to my mone. 
Truſtie turtle, truefaſtiſt of all truc, 
Curteiſe columbe, replete of all mekeueſſe, 
O nightingale with thy notis newe ! 
O popinyaic ! purid with all clenneſſe, 
O laveroke of love! fingyng with ſwetneſle, 
Phoebus waityng till on thy breſt he light, 
Undir thy wing at domiſdaie us diglit. 
O rubie] rubiſied in the paſſion 
Of thy ſonne, us have emongis in minde, 
O ſtedfaſt diametre of duracion! 
That fewe feris any time might thou finde, 
For none to hym was foundin halfe fo kinde; 
O hardie herte! o lovyng creature ! 
What was 'it but love that made the ſo endure? 
H u 
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Semely ſaphre, depe loupe, and blewe ewage! 

Stable as the loupe ewage of pitie, 

This is to ſaie, the freſhiſt of viſage, 

Thou loveſt unchaungid hem that ſervin the, 

And if offence or variyng in hem be 

Thou art aie redie on ther wo to rae, 

And hem receviſt aye with herte ſull true. 95 
O godelie gladdid! when that Gabriel 

With joy the grette, that maie not be nombrid, 

Or halte the bliſſe who coud ywrite or tell 

When the' Holy Ghoſte to the was obumbrid, 

Whertirovgh ſendes were bittirly encombrid ? 

O wemleſic maide! embeliſhed in his birthe, 

That man and angill therof haddin mirthe. 105 
Lo here the bleſme and the budde of glorie, 

Ol whiche the prophet ſo long ſpake beforne! 

Lo here the fame that was in memorie 

Of Eſaie, fo long or ſhe was yborne 

Lo here of David the delicious corne ! 

Lo here the ground of life in to bilde, 

Becomyng man our ranſome for to yilde ! 112 
O glorious viole, vite inviolate! 

O firie Titan! gerſyng with thy bemes, 

Whoſe vertuous brightnes was in breſt vibrat, 

That al the world embeliſhed with the lemes, 

Conſervatrice of kingis, dukes, and relmes, 

Of Jeſle his ſede the ſwete Sunamite *, 

Meſure my mourning mine own Margaritc! 119 

& Perhaps Cinnamite or Cinnamomite. 
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O ſoverainiſt yſought cut of Syon ! 

Cockle with gold-dewe from above berainid, 

Dewe-buſhe unbrent, ſir èleſſe fire ſet on, 

Flambing with fervence, not with hete painid, 

Duryng daiſie that no wethir ſtainid, 

Flece undefouled of gentiliſt Gidion, 

And fruiQfiyng fairiſt yerde of Aaron! 126 
The mightie arche, the probatiſe piſcine, 

Laughyng Aurora, and of pece olive, 

Columpne and baſe, up beryng from abime, 

Why n'ere | connyng here for to diſcrive ? 

Choſin of Joſeph, whom he toke to wive, 

Unknowyng hym childyng by miracle, 

And of our manly figure the tabernacle! 133 
| have none Engliſhe convenient and digne, 

Myne herte's hele lady! the with to honour, 

lvorie clene! therefore I woll reſigne 

into thyne hande till that thou liſt ſuccour, 

To helpe my makyng both floriſhe and flour, 

Then ſhould [ ſhewe in love how that | brende, 

In ſongis makyng thy name to commende : 140 
For if I coud before thyne excellence 

Syngin in love | wouldin what 1 fele, 

And evir ſtandin, ladie', I in thy preſence, 

To ſhewe in opin how U love you wele, 

And ſith although your hert be made of ſtele 

To you withoutin apy diſcev'eraunce 

Jo en vous toute ma fiance, 5, I47 
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Where might love evir bettir beſet 
Then in this lilie likyng to beholde, 

That lace of love, the bonde ſo well thou knit, 
That I maie ſe the or myne herte colde, 

And or l paſſe out of my dayis olde, 

Tofore ſyngyng evirmore uttirly, 

Your eyin two woll ſle me ſodainly. 

For love I langour, bliſſed be ſoch ſickneſle ! 
Sith it 'is for you, my hertely ſuffiſaunce, 
can not ellis ſaie in my diſtreſſe, 

So faire one hath myne hert in govirnaunce, 
And aftir I begin on eſperaunce, 

Wich fehle entune, though it thine hert perce, 
Yet for thy ſake this lettir Ireherſe. 

God wote on muſike I can 'not, but I geſſe; 
Alus why ſo! that I might faic or ſyng, 

So love | you, my own ſoveraine maiſtreſſe, 
And evir ſhall withoutin departyng, 
Mirrour of heautie, for you' out ſhuld 1 ring, 
In remenibraunce eke of your eyin clere, 
Thus terre from you my ſoverain ladie dere! 

So wouldin God your love would me yſlo, 

Sith for your ſake | ſingin daie by daie; 
O herte! why ne nilt thou breke a two, 
Sith with my ladie dwellin | nc maie ? 
Thus many” a roundell, many' a virelaie, 
In freſhe Enoliſhe, when 1 me leiſir finde, 

I doe recerde, on you to kavin mynde. 
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Now, ladie mine] ſith I you love and drede, 

And you' unchaunged e vir finde in o degre, 

Whoſe grace ne maie flie fro your womanhede, 

Diſdainith not for to remembre' on me, 

Myne herte bledith for I maie not you ſe; 

And ſith ye wotte my menyng deſirous 

Pleures pour moy 5'il vous plaiſt amoreux. 182 
What marveile is though I in pain ybe ? 

am departid from you my ſoverain; 

Fortune alas! dont vient la deflenie, 

That in no wiſe | can ne maie attain 

To ſe the beautie of your eyin twain, 

Wherefore I ſaie, for triſteſſe doeth me grame, 

Tant me fait mal departir de ma dame. 189 
Why n'ere my wiſſing brought to ſoche eſploit 

That 1 might ſaie for joye of your preſence 

Or amon cœur ce qui voulloit 

Or amon ceur ? the highiſt excellence 

That er had wight, and ſith mine advertence 

Is in you rewith on my painis ſmerte, 

am ſo fore ywoundid to the herte. 196 
To' live well merie two lovirs were ifere, 

Zo maie I ſaie withoutin any blame, 

And if that any man to wilde were 

] coud hym techin for to be full tame, 

Let hym go love and ſe where it be game, 

For I am bridlid unto ſobirneſſe 

Tor her that is of women chief princeſſe. 203 
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But evir when thought my hert ſhuld enbrace, 

Then unto me it is beſt remedie 

Whey l loke on your godely freſhe face, 

So merie a mirrour coud I ner eſpie, 

And if I coud I would it magnifie, 

For nevir none ywas ſo faire yfounde, 

To reken 'hem all, and alſo Roſamounde. 210 
And finally, with mouthe and will preſent, 

Of double eye withoutin repentaunce, 

Mine hert I yeve you, ladie”, in this entent, 

That ye ſhall therof have the govirnaunce, 

Takyng my leve with hert'is obeiſaunce, 

{ Salve Regina ) ſynging laſt of all 

To be our helpe when that we to the call. 217 
All our love is nought els but idleneſſe, 

Save your love alone, who might therto' attain ; 

Who ſo woll have a name of gentilleſſe 

I counſaile hym in love that he not fain; 

Thou ſwete ladie! refute in every pain, 

Whoſe mercie moſte unto me availith, 

To gie by grace when that Fortune failith. 224 
Nought maie be told, withoutin any fable, 

Your high renome, you womanly beaute, 

Your govirnaunce, to all worſhip able, 

Putteth every herte in eſe in his degre; 

O violet! o flowir deſire! 

Sithin | am for you fo amerous 

Eftreicne, noy de ceur Jaycux« 
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With fervent hert my breſt hath broſt on fire, 
3 ardant eſpoer en mon ceur point eft mort, 
D' avoir amour de celle que je deſire, 
menè you ſwete moſte pleſaunt of porte, 
Et je ſcay bien que ce n'eſt pas mon tort, 
That for you ſyng ſo as I maie for mone, 


95 


For your departyng alone live alone. 238 


Though that I might I would none othir cheſe, 
In your ſervice I would ben foundin ſadde, 
Therefore I love no labour that ye leſe, 

When that in longyng ſoriſt ye be ſtadde 
Loke up you loviris and be right gladde, 
Now ayeniſt Sainct Valentin'is daie, 


For have cheſe that ner forſake I maie. 245 


Explicit. 


Balade de bon conſail. 


Ie it befall that God the liſt viſite 

With any tourment or adverſite 

Thauke firſte the Lorde, and tho thy ſelſe to quite 
Upon ſuffèraunce and humilite 

Vounde thou thy quaril, what er that it be, 

Make thy defence, and thou ſhalt have no loſſe, 
The remembraunce of Chriſt and of his croſſe. 


Explicit, 
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Sourrut the worlde ſo ſtedfaſt was and ſtable, 


That manne's worde was an obligacioun, 

And now it is ſo falſe and diſcevable, 

That worde and dede, as in concluſioun, 

Is nothyng like, for tourned is up ſo doun 

All the worlde, thorough mede and fikilneſſe, 

That all is loſte for lacke of ſtedfaſtneſſe. 
What maketh the worlde to be ſo variable 

But luſt that men have in diſcenſion ? 

For emong us a man is holde unable 

But if he can by ſome colluſion 

Doe his neighbour wrong and oppreſſion : 

What cauſith this but wilfull wretchidneſſe ? 

That all is loſte for lacke of ſtedfaſtneſſe. 
Trouthe is put doune, reſon is holde fable, 

Vertue hath now no dominacion, 

Pitie *is exiled, no man is merciable, 

Through covetiſe is blente diſcrecion; 

The worlde hath made a permutacion 

Fro right to wrong, fro trouthe to fikilneſſe, 

That all is loſte for lacke of ſtedfaſtneſſe. 

L"envoye. 

Prince, aye deſire to be honourable, 
Cheriſke thy folke, and hate extorcion ; 
Suffre nothyng that maie be reprovable 
To thine eſtate doen in thy region; 

Shewe ſorthe the yerde of caſtigacion ; 


Drede God, do law, love treuth and worthines, 


And wedde thy folke ayen to ſtedfaſtneſſe. 
Explicit. 
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Balade of the village without paintyng. 
Plaintife to Fortune. 
Tuts wretchid world'is tranſmutacion, 
As wele and wo, nowe pore and now honour, 
Without ordir or due diſcrecion, 
Govirnid is by Fortun'is errour, 
7 But nathꝭ leſſe the lacke of her favour 
Ne maie not doe me ſyng though that I die, 
Tay tout perdu mon temps et mon labeur, 
For finally Fortune I doe deſie. 8 
Yet is me left the ſight of my reſoun 
To knowin ſrende fro foe in thy mirrour, 
So moche hath yet thy tournyng up and doun 
taughtin me to knowin in an hour, 
But truily no force of thy reddour 
To hym that ovir hymſelf hath maiſtric; 
My ſuffiſaunce yſhal be my ſuccour, 
For finally Fortune I do defie. 10 
O Socrates! thou ſtedfaſt champion, 
She ne might ne vir be thy turmentour, 
21 Thou nevir dreddiſt her oppreſlion, 
Ne in ker chere foundin thou no favour ; 
Thou knewe wele the diſceipt of her colour, 
And that her moſte vorſhip is for to lie; 
| knowe her eke a falſe diſſimulour, 
For finally Fortune 1 do defie, 
Volume XIII. | 
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The anſwere of Fortune, T 

No man is wretchid but hymſelf it wene; = 
He that yhath hymſelf hath ſuffiſaunce, T 
Why ſaieſt thou then I am to the ſo kene, Pr 
That haſt thy ſelf out of my govirnaunce ? w 
Saie thus, graunt mercie of thin habundaunce, In 


That thou haſt lent or this, thou ſhalt not ſtrive; 
What woſt thou yet how | the woll avaunce ? 
And eke thou haſt thy beſte frende alive. 

| have the taught diviſion betwene 
Frende of effecte and frende of countinaunce, 
he nedith not the galle of an hine, 
That curith eyin derke for ther penaunce, 
Now ſceſt thou elere that wer in ignoraunce; 
Yet holt thine anker, and thou maieſt arive 
There Bountie bereth the key of my ſubſtaunce, 


And eke thou haſte thy beſte frende alive, 49 I 
How many have I refuſed to fuſtene Tha 
Sith 1 have the foſtrid in thy pleſaunce? Tha 
Volt thou then make a ſtatute on thy quene, Yel 
That 1 ſhall be aie at thine ordinaunce ? The 
Thou born art in my reign of variaunce; This 
About the whele with othir muſt thou drive; The 
My lore is bet, then wicke is thy grevaunce, In ge 
And eke thou haſt thy beſte frende alive. 48 
The anſtvere to Fortune. Pr 
Thy lore I dampne, it is adverſitie; Letr 


My frend maiſt thou not revin, blind goddeſſe: And 
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That I thy frendis knowe I thanke it the; 
Take hem again, let hem go lie a preſſe; 
The nigardis in kepyng ther richeſſe 
pronoſtike is thou wolt ther toure aſſaile; 
Wicke appetite cometh aie before ſickeneſſe; 
In generall this rule ne maie not faile. 86 
Fortune. 

Thou piuchiſt at my mutabilitie, 
For I the lent a droppe of my riclieſſe, 
And now me likith to withdrawin me 
Why ſhouldiſt thou my roialtie oppreſſe? 
The ſe maie ebbe and flowin more and leſſe, 
The welkin hath might to ſhine, rain, and haile, 
Right ſo muſt I kithin my brotilneſſe; 
In generall this rule ne maie not faile. 64 

The plaintiff, 

Lo! the' execucion of the majeſtie 
That all purveighith of his rightwiſeneſſe, 
That ſame thyng Fortune yclepin ye, 
Ye blinde beſtis, full of leudeneſs'! 
The heven hath propirtie of ſikirneſs, 
This worlde hath evir reſtleſſe travaile, 
The laſt daie is the ende of myne entreſſe; 
In generall this rule ne maie not faile. 723 

Th' envoye of Fortune. 

Princes, I praie you of your gentilneſſe, 
Let not this man and me thus crie and plain, 
And | ſhall quitip you this buſineſſe; 
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And if ye liſte releve hym of his pain 

Praie ye his beſt frende of his nobleneſſe 

That to ſome bettir ſtate he maie attain. 80 

L"envoye. 

'To brokin ben the ſtatutes hie in heven 

That create were eternally t' endure, 

Sith that I ſc the brighte goddis ſeven 

Mowe wepe and waile and paſſion endure, 

As maie in yerth a mortall creature; 

Alas! ſro whenis maie this thing procede, 

Of whiche errour I die almoſte for drede ? 7 
By words eterne whilom was it yſhape 

That fro the fifth circle in no manere 

Ne might of teris nothing doune eſcape, 

Put now ſo wepith Venus in her ſphere 

That with her teris ſhe woll drench us here: 

Alas, Scogan ! this is for thine offence; 

Thou cauſiſt this deluge of peſtilence. 14 
Haſt thou not ſaied in blaſpheme of the goddis, 

Through pride or thorough thy gret rekilnes, 

Soche thinges as in the law of Love forbode is, 

That for thy ladie ſawe not thy diſtreſſe 

"Therefore thou yave her up at Mighelmeſſe? 

Alas, Scogan ! of olde folke ne yong 

Was ne vir erſt Scogan blamed for his tong. 21 
Thou drewe in ſcorne Cupide eke to recorde 

Of thilke rebell worde that thou haſt ſpoken, 

For whiche he woll no lengir be thy lorde; 
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And, Scogan, though his bowe be not ybroken 

He woll not with his arowes be iwroken 

On thee ne me, ne none of our figure ; 

We ſhall of hym have neithir hurte ne cure. 28 
Now certis, frende, I drede of thine unhappe, 

Leſt for thy gilte the wreche of Love procede 

Oa all 'hem that ben hore and round of ſhap, 

That be ſo likely folke for to ſpede, 

Then we ſhall of our labour have our mede; 

But well I wot thou wolt anſwere and ſaie, 

Lo! olde Griſill liſt to renne and plaie. 35 
Naie, Scogan, ſaie not fo, for | me' excuſe, 

God helpe me ſo, in no rime doutiles, 

Ne thinke I nevir of ſlepe wake my Muſe, 

That ruſtith in my ſheth Kill and in peſe; 

While I was yong J put her forthe in preſe, 

But al ſhall paſhn that men proſe or rime, 

That every man his tourne as for his tyme. 42 
Scogan, thou kneliſt at the ſtrem'is hedde 

Of grace, of honour, and of worthineſle, 

ln the ende of whiche lam dull as dedde, 

Forgotten in ſolitarie wildirneſſe; 

Yet, Scogan, thinke on Tullius kindeneſſe, 

Mynd thy frendè there it maie ſructiſie; 

Larwell, and loke thou ner eft Love deſie. 49 


Explicit. 
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Go forthe, kyng, and rule the by ſapience ; 

Biſhoppe, be able to miniſtir doctrine; 

Lorde, to true counfaile yeve thou audience; 

Womanhode, to chaſtitie er encline; 

Knight, let thy dedis worſhip determine; 

Be rightous, judge, in ſavyng of thy name; 

Rich, do almoſe, leſt thou leſe bliſſe with ſhame; 7 
Peple, obei your kyng and eke the lawe; 

Age, be rulid by gode religion; 

True ſervaunt, be dredfull, kepe the' undir awe; 

And thou, povir, fie on preſumpcion ; 

Inobedience to youth is uttir deſtruccion: 

Remembir you how God hath ſet you, lo! 

And doe your parte as ye be ordained to. I4 


Chaucer to his emptie purſe. 


To you my purſe, and to none othir wight, 
Complain l, for ye be my ladie dere; 

Jam ſorie now that ye be fo light, 

For certis ye now make me hevie chere; 


| Me were as lefe be laide upon a bere, 


For whiche unto your mercy thus l crie, 
Ee hevy againe, or els mote I die. 

Nowe vouchſafin this day or it be night 
That lol you the blisful ſowne may here, 
Or ſc your colour lyke the ſonne bright, 


"> 7 
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That of yelowneſle ne had nevir pere; 

Ye be my life, ye be my hert'is ſtere ; 

Queue of comfort and of gode companye, 

Be hevy againe, or els mote I die. I4 
Nowe purſe, that art to me my lyv'is light, 

And ſavyour, as downe in this worlde here, 

Out of this towne helpe me by your might, 

Sithin that you wol not be my treſoure, 

For I am ſhave as nighe as any frere, 

But [ prayin unto your curtiſye 

Be hevy againe, or els mote | die. 11 


Explicit. 


Chaucer unto the Kinge. 


O Conquerour of Brut'is Albion! 

Whiche that by lyne and fre eleccion 

Ben very kinge, this unto you I ſende, 
And ye whiche that may al harmis amende 
Have minde upon my ſupplication. 


— 


Explicit. 


A balade made by Chaucer, teching what is gentilues, or 


who ts worth y to be caled geiitil, 


F 

Pur firſts ſtocke, fathir of gentilnes, 

What man deſirith geutill for to be, 

Muſt lolowe” his trace, and all his wittis dres 
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Vertue to love and vicis for to fle, 

For unto vertue longith diguite, 

And not the revers, ſafly dare I deme, 

Al were he mitir, crowne, or diademe. 7 
This firſtè ſtocke was full of rightwiſnes, 

Trewe of his worde, ſobir, pitous, and fre, 

Clene of his goſte, and lovid beſineſſe, 

Againſt the vice of ſlouth in honeſte, 

And but his eyre love vertue as did he 

He is not gentyl though he richè ſeme, 

Al were he mitir, crowne, or diademe. I4 
Vice may wel be eyre to olde Richeſle, 

But ther may no man, as men may well ſe, 

Byquethe his eire his vertuous nobleſſe, 

That is appropried unto no degre 

But to the firſt fathir in majeſte, 

That makith his eyre him that can him queme, 

Al were he mitir, crowne, or diademe. 21 

Explicit. 


A proverbe agaynſt covetiſe and negligence, 


W aar ſhal thes clothes thus manifolde 
Lo, this hote ſomirs daye! 
Aftir grete hete comith colde; 
No man caſte his pilche awaye. 4 
Of al this world the large compaſſe 
Wil not in myne armes tweine, 
Who ſo mokil wol enbrace 
Lite therof ſhall diſtreine. 
Explicit. 
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A balade whiche Chaucer made againſt women uncon- 


taunt. 


Maname, ye have for your newfangleneſſe 

Many a ſervaunt put out of your grace; 

take my leve of your unſtedfaſtneſſe, 

For well | wote while ye to live have ſpace 

Ye can not love full halſe yere in a place; 

To new thingis your luſte is evere kene; 

In ſtede of blew thus may ye were al grene. 7 
Ryght as a mirour that nothing may” enpreſſe, 

But lightli as it cometh ſo mote it paſſe, 

So fareth your love, your workis bereth witnes; 

Ther is no faithe may youre herte enbrace, 

But as a wedircock, that turneth his face 

With every winde, ye fare, and that is ſene; 

In ſled of blew thus may ye were al grene. 14 
ve might be ſhrinid for your brotilneſſe 

Bettir than Dalila, Creſſeide, or Candace, 

For ever in chaunging ſtondeth your ſikirneſſe, 

That tatche may no wight from your hert arace; 

l ye loſe one ye can wel tweine purchace, 

Al light for ſomar, ye' wot wel what mene; 

In ſlede of blewe thus may ye were al grene. 21 


Fa «pl it. 
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Here foloweth a balade whiche Chaucer made inthe prai/: 
or rather diſpreiſe of women for ther doublenes. 


Tais world is full of variaunce 

In everye thinge, who takith hede, 

That faithe and truſte, and all conſtaunce, 

Exilid ben, this is no drede, 

And ſave only in womanhed 

I can yſe no ſikirnes; 

But for al that yet, as I rede, 

Beware alwaye of doublenes. ? 

Al ſo that the freſhe ſomir floures, 

The white and rede, the blewe and grene, 

Ben ſodenly with wintir ſhours 

Made feinte and fade, withoutin wene, 

That truſt is none, as ye may ſene, 5 

In no thing, nor no ſtedfaſt nes, 

Except in women, thus I mene; 

Vet aye beware of doublenes. 16 
The crokid mone, this is no tale, 

Some while iſhene and bright of hewe, 

And aftir that ful derke and pale, 

And every monith chaungith newe, 

That who the veray ſothè knew 

Al thinge is bilt on brotlenes, 

gave that women alwaye be trewe; 

Yet aye beware of doublenes, 74 


raiſ⸗ 
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The luſty freſhe ſommirs daye, 
And Phœbus with his bemis clere, 
Towardis night they drawe awaye, 
And non lengir liſt to appere, 

That in this preſente life now here 
Nothinge abieth in his fairenes, 
Save women aye be found intere, 
And devoide of alle doublenes. 

The ſe eke with his ſternè wawes 
Eche daye yflowith new againe, 
And by the concours of his lawes 


The ebbe yflowith in certeine; 
Aſtir grete drought there cometh a raine ; 


That ſarewel here al ſtabilnes, 
dave that women be whole and pleine; 
Yet aye beware of doublenes, 
Fortune's whele goith round abonte 
A thouſand timis daye and nighte, 
Whoſe cours ſlandith evir in doute 
For to tranſmew, ſhe is ſo lighte, 
For whiche advertith in your ſight 
The” untruſt of worldely fikilnes, 
Save women, Whiche of kindely right 
Ne hath no teche of doublenes, 
What man ymay the wind reſtreine, 


Or holdin a ſnake by the taile ? 


Who may a ſlippir ele conſtreine 
That it will voide withoutin faile * 
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Or who can drivin ſo a naile 
To make ſuere newfongilnes, 
Save women, that can gie ther ſaile 
To row ther bote with doublenes ? 
At every haven they can arive 
Wher as they wote is gode paſſage; 
Of innocence they can not ſtrive 
With wawis, nor no rockis rage; 
So happy is ther lodemanage 
With nedle' and ſtone ther cours to dreſſe, 
That Salomon was not ſo ſage 
To finde in them no doublenes : 
Therfore who ſo doth them accuſe 
Of any double entencion, 
To ſpeke rowne, othir to muſe, 
To pinch at ther condicion, 
All is but falſe colluſion, 
dare right wel the ſothe expreſſe, 
They have no bettir protection, 
But ſhroud them undir doublencs. 
So wel fortunid is ther chaunce, 
The dice to turnin uppe ſo doune, 
With fiſe and ſincke they can avaunce, 
And than by revolucioun 
They ſet a fel concluſioun 
Of lombis, as in ſothefaſtnes, 
Though clerkis makin mencioun 
Ther kinde is fret with doublenes, 
4 
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Sampſon yhad experience 
That women were ful trew ifound 
Whan Dalila of innocence 
With ſheris gan his here to round; 
To ſpeke alſo of Roſamounde, 
And Cleopatri's feithfulnes, 
The ſtories plainly wil confounde 
Men that apeche ther doublenes. 
Single thinge ne is not ypraiſed, 
Nor of olde is of no renoun, 
In balaunce whan they be ypeiſed, 
For lacke of waighte they be bore doune, 
And for this cauſe of juſte reſoun 
Theſe women al of rightwiſenes 
Of chois and fre electioun 
Moſt love eſchaunge and doublenes, 
L' envoye. 
O ye women! whiche ben enclined 
By influence of your nature 
To ben as pure as golde yfined, 
And in your trouth for to endure, 
Armith your ſelfe in ſtrong armure, 
Leſt men aſſaile your ſikirnes, 
Set on your breſt, your ſelf to' aſſure, 
A mightie ſhelde of doublenes. 


Explicit, 
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This ⁊borle folowinge was compiled by Chaucer, and 7; 


caled The Craft of Lovers. 


Monat is a ſymylytude, who liſt ther balades ſewe, 


The Craft of Lovirs curious arguments, 

For ſom bin falſe and ſom ben foundin trewe, 

And ſom bin double of entendements; 

Thus lovirs with ther moral documents 

And elo'quent langage can exampliſye 

The Craft of Love what it doth ſigniſie. 
Who lift unto this balades have inſpeccion 

Thinke that Lov'is lordſhipis excellente 

Is remedy for diſeſe and correccion 

To woful herte and body impotente, 

Suppoſe the maker that he be neglig ute 

In his compilinge, holde him excuſable, 

Becauſc his ſpi'rites be ſory and lamentable. 
Soverain lady, ſurmounting your nobles, 

O' intenuate jenipre' and daiſi delicious! 

My truſt, mine helth, my cordial foundreſſe, 

O medi'cine ſanatife to ſores lango'rous, 

Comfortable creture of lovirs amo'rous! 

O'excellente herbir of loveli countinaunce ! 

Regiſtir my love in your remembraunce. 
Certis, Sir, your ypeintid eloquence, 

So gay, ſo treſhe, and eke ſo talcatiſe, 

It doth tranſcende the wit of Dame Prudence 

For to declare your thonght or to diſcrive, 

So gloriouſly glad langage ye contrive 


14 


21 


Of your conſeite, your thought, and your entente, 


I wil be ware, for drede or I be ſhent. 


23 


1 


4 10 


14 


21 


ente, 
* 


CERTAINE BALA DES, &.. 


O rubi'cunde roſe, and white as the lyly, 

Clari ed chriſtal of worldly portraiture ! 

O courfin figure, reſplendent with glory, 

Geme of beaute*! o carbouncle ſhining pure! 

Your fairnes excedeth the craft of Nature, 

Moſt womanli your lovely countinaunce, 

Regiſtir my love in your remembraunce. 35 
What availeth, Sir, your proclamacion 

Of curious talking, not touching ſadnes ? 

It is but winde, flatering and adulacion, 

Imeſurable thought of worldy wildnes, 

Whiche is chief cauſe of goſtly feblenes; 

Your wil, your thought, your double cntendement, 

I wil beware of drede or | be ſhent, 4% 
My witte, my thought, and myne entencion, 

Is for to pleſe you, my lady foveraine, 

And for your love throw many a region 

I would be' exiled, ſo ye wold not diſdein 

To have pity on me when 1 compleine, 

In wele and wo to ſuffre perturbaunce, 

So that ye wol have me in remembraunce. 49 
What is your wil plainly ye doe expreſſe 

That maketh this curious ſupplicacion ; 

Sey on, Sir, on hertely tendirneſſe, 

Beth wel adviſed of veine delectacion, 

At beginning think on the terminacion; 

Paſſe not yuur boundes, be not to negligente, 

And er beware for dred or ye be ſhente. 56 
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Your behaving, beaute, and countinaunce, 
Maketh me encline to do you reverence, 
Your lovely Joking, glorious govirnaunce, 
Oercometh my ſpirites, my wit, and prudence, 
Some drop af grace of your magnificence | 
Unto your ſervauut ye ſhewe attendaunce, 
And regiſter my love in your remembraunee. 63 

O comberous thought of manne's fragilite ! 
O fervente wil of luſtis furious! 


O cruel corage cauſinge adverſite! 8 
Of women corrupcion, and contrariouſe, 

Remembir man that chaunge 1s perilous, J 
To breke the' virginite of virgines innocente, * 
Wherfore beware mankinde or thou be ſnent. 70 H 

My peine is prevy' impoſſible to' deſerne, 

My lamentabel thoughtes by caſting mourninge, A 
O general juge Jeſu! fitting ſuperne, * 
Graciouſly converte the love of my ſwete thing; A 
O' amiable lady, gracious and benigne f Ai 
I put me wholy in your govirnaunce, M 
Exile me not out of your remembraunce. 77 Ye 


Me ſemeth by langage ye be ſome poteſtate, 


Or els ſom curious gloſir diſcevable ; 

What is your name mekely I make regrate, W. 

Or of what ſcience or craft commendable ? An 

I am a lady' excellente and honorable, 7 
nt 


He mult be gay that ſhould be to' min entente, 


Wherfore I wil be ware or | be ſhent. 84 
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Lorde God! this is a ſharpe examinacion 
Of her that is moſt in my memorie, 
Unto you lady* | make certification, 
My name' is Trew Love, of carnal deſidery, 
Of manne's copulacion the verye exemplary, 
Which am one of your ſervauntes of pleſaunce, 
63 muſt be chefe callid to remembraunce. 91 
have ſought true love of yeres gret proces, 
Yet fond I nevir love but for a ſeſon; 
Some men be diverſe, know no gentilnes, 
And ſome lackin both wiſdome and reſon; 
In fom men is truſt, in ſom men is treſon, 
Wherfore I wil conclude by avyſemente, 
And er beware for drede that l be ſhente. 98 
Ihe retour Fullius, gay of eloquence, 
And Ovide, that ſheweth Craſt of Love expres, 
With habundaunce of Salomon's prudence, 
And pulcritude of Abſalon's faireneſſe, 
And I wer poſſeſo' d with Job's grete richeſſe, 
Manly' as Sampſone my perſone to avaunce, 
Yet ſhuld | ſubmit me' in your remembraunce. 105 
Now Sir, yf that it pleſe your nobilneſſe 
To gyve advertence to my queſtion, 
What things is the pleſure of ſwetneſſe, 
And mot bittir in final ſucceſſion ? 
Or what thing gevith man occaſion 
In tendir age to be concupiſcent ? 
Reſolve this queſtion, or drede, Sir, ye' be ſnent. 112 
Kii 
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My ſoveraigne lady', Ovide in his writinge 


Saith deſire of worldly concupiſcence N 
As for a time is ſwete in his worchinge, T. 
And in his ende he cauſith grete offence; Al 
Not withſtandinge, my lady Dame Prudence, Ty 
Grene flowring age and manly countinaunce Ke 
Cauſith ladies to have' it in remembraunce. 119 An 

Your godely anſwir, ſo notable' in ſubſtaunce, 


Wold cauſe the hert of womanhede converte 

Unto delyte of natural pleſaunce ; 

But of one thing I wold faine be experte, 

Why menne's langage wol procure and tranſverte 

The wil of women and virgines innocente, 

Wherfore I am aferd or I be ſhente. 126 
Let nevir the love of true love be loſed, 

My ſoveraine lady, in no manir wiſe; 

In your confidence my wordes [ have cloſed, 

My' amyable love to you l doe promile ; 

So that ye knit the knot of exercyſe 

Both locke and key ye have in govirnaunce, 

Emprint my love in your rememberaunce. 133 
Of very truſt and were certified, 

'The plain entencion of your herte's cordial, 

Me ſemeth in bliſſe than were J glorified, 

Unto your pleſure I would be' at your call, 

But er I fere of chauncis caſual, Os th 

Of fraude, diſceipte, and langage inſolente, With! 

Then were I ſure maidinhed ſhould be ſnent. 140 In Gain 
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Ther was ner treſour* of terreſtial richeſſe, 

Nor precious ſtones rekened iunumerabell, 

To be of compariſon to your high godenes, 

Above al cretures to' me moſt amiable ; 

Truſt not the contrary*, I was ner diſcevabell ; 

Kepe wel true love, forge no diſſembelaunce, 

And graciouſly take mie to' your remembraunce. 14) 
Me ſemeth by feiture of manly properte 

Ye ſhuld be truſty* and trewe of comprimis, 

finde in you no falſe duplicite, 

Wherfore, True Love, ye have my hert I wis, 

And ermore ſhal endure, ſo have l blis, | 

The fede'raſy made with gode aviſement, 

God graunt grace that nothir of us be ſhent! 154 
Whan Phœbus freſhe was in his chare ſplendente, 

In the moneth of Maye, erly in a morninge, 

] herd two lovirs profir this argu'mente, 

In the yere of our Lorde a M. by rekening, 

CCCXL. and VII. yere folowing, 

O potent princeſle ! conſerve true lovirs al, 


Craunt them thy region and bliſſe celeſtial, 161 
Explicit The Craft of Lovers. 


A balade. 


Os ther nature they gretly them delite, 
With holy face yfeinid for the nones, 
in ſaintwarie ther frendis to viſite, 
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More for reliquis than for ſaintis bones, 
Though they be cloſid undir precious ſtones, 


To gete them pardon, lyke ther olde uſages, ( 
To kiſſe no ſhrines but luſty quike images. 7 7 
Whan maidens ar wedded and houſhold have take P 
Al ther humility is exiled awaye, 0 
And the' cruil hertes beginnith to awake, F. 
They do' al the beſy cure they can or maye EI 
To vex ther houſholdes-maiſtirs, ſoth to ſaye, T 
Wherfore, ye yong men, I rede you forthy 
Beware alwaye, The blinde eteth many flye. 14 1 
Of this matir I dare make no relation, 4 
In defaute of ſlepe my ſpirites wex fainte, w] 
In my ſtudie l' have had long habitacion, Da 
My body and goſt are grevoully attaint, An, 


And therfore l make no lengir complaint; 

But whethir that the blind ete fleſh or fiſh 

I pray Cod kepe the fly out of my diſhe ! 21 7 
Now' l make an ende, and laie me doune to reſt, 

For | knowe by experience veramente 

If maidinis and wivis knewe and wiſt 

Who made the mattir he ſhould ſone be ſhent, 

Wherefore I praic that God omnipotente 

ym ſave and kepin bothe night and daie. 

Writtin in the Juſtie ſeſon of Mai, 28 


Explicit. 
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The X. Commaundementes of Love. 


Cen ris ferre extendith yet my reſon 
This matir as it ſhould be to diſeri ve, 
But I truſte your grace will in this ſeſon 
Conſidir howe with conyng that I ſtrive, 
For in his favour coud I ner arrive, 
Elo'quence this balade hath in grete diſpite, 
The makir lackith manir to endite. 7 
Of Love's commaundementes x. is the nomber, 
I4 As aftirward ſhall rudely be reherſed, 
And lovirs, in no wiſe departe aſunder 
Where as thei be obſervid and redreſſed, 
Daungir and unkindnes yben oppreſſed, 
And he that is commaundid this to make 
Is your owne, all othir for to forſake. 14 
Faitbe. 
21 Faithe is the firſt and principally to tell, 
t, And verie love requirith ſoche credence, 
That eche beleve othir true as the goſpel, 
Without adulacion or flatteryng audience, 
In true menyng and truſtie confidence; 
Paint not your connyng with colour ne ſable, 
For then your love muſt nedis be unſtable. 21 
Entencion. 
In the ſeconde to trete of entencion, 
Your lovir to pleſe doe your buſie cure, 
For as myn aucthor Romance maketh mencion, 


28 
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Without entent your love mai not endure, 
As women will thereof, I am right ſure, 
FEndevour with ther herte, will, and thought, 
To pleſe hym onely that ther love hath ſought. 28 
Diſcrecion. 

In your delyng evir ybe diſcrete, 
Set not your love there as it ſhall be loſed, 
Advertiſe in your minde whether he be mete, 
That unto hym your herte maie be diſcloſed, 
And aſtir as you finde hym then diſpoſed 
Poinct by diſcreſion your hour, time, and place, 
Conveniently metyng with armes to' embrace. 35 


Though by irous corage your lovir be meved, 
With ſoſt wordis and humble obedience 
His wrathe maic fone be ſwagid and releved, 
And thus his love obteinid and acheved 
Will in you rote with gretir diligence, 
Bicauſe of your meke womanly pacience. 42 
Secret neſſe. 
Secretlie behave you in your werkis, 
In ſnewing countenance or mevyng your eye, 
Though ſache behavior to ſome folk be derke, 
He that hath lovid will it ſone aſpie, 
Thus you your ſelf your counſaill maie deſcrie; 
Make privy to your delyng few* as ye male, 
For i, may iche a counſel if ixvain be awwaie. 49 


42 


49 
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Prudence. 
Let prudence governe aye your bridil reine; 
Set not your love in ſo fervent a wiſe 
But that in godely haſt ye may refreine, 
If that your lovirs liſt you to diſpiſe; 
Romaunce min auctour wold you this adviſe, 
Ty ſlacke your love, for if ye doe not ſo 
That wanton lift will tourne you into wo, 56 
Perſeveraunce. 
Stabliſhe your love in ſo ſtedſaſt a wiſe, 
f that ye thinke your lovir will be true, 
As entirely as ere you can deviſe, 
Love hym onely and refuſe alle newe, 
Then ſhall not your worſhip ychaunge his hew, 

For certis, maiſtris, then is he to blame : 
But if that he will quite you with the ſame, 63 
Pitie. 

Be piteous to hym, as womanhod requireth, 
That for your love endurith paints ſmerte, 
Whom ſo ſorely your pleſaunt loke enfireth, 
That printid is your beautie in his herte, 

And woundid lyith without knife or darte ; 

There let your pitie ſpred without reſtreinte, 

For lacke of it let not your ſer vaunt feint. 70 
Meſure. 

Take meſure in your talkyng, be n'ot outrage, 
For this reherſith Romance de la Roſe, 

A man endued with plentcous langage 
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Oft tymis is denyid his purpoſe ; 
Take meſure in langage, wiſedome ingroſe, 
For meſure, as right well proved is by reſon, 
Thyngis unſeſo'nable ſettith in ſeſon. 
: Mercie. 

Soche daungir exile hym all uttirly, 
Ovir all mercie to' occupie his place, 
To piteous complaintis your eres applie, 
And receve your true ſervaunte into grace; 
To him that boundin is in Lov'is lace 
Shewe favour, ladie', and be not merciles, 
Leſt ye be called a common murdires. 

| L' envoye. 

When ye unto this balade have inſpeccion 
In my makyng holde me excuſable, 
It is ſubmittid unto your correccion ; 
Conſidir that my connyng is diſable 
To write to you the figure uniable, 
All devoide of connyng and experience, 
Maner of indityng, reſon, aud eloquence. 

Truſt it well the makir is alle your owne, 
You to obeie while his life maie endure, 
To doe you ſervice as a man unknowne, 
No guerdone deſiryng of yerthly treſure, 
But if it might accorde with your pleſure 
For his true ſervice hym for to avaunce, 
And call hym into your remembèraunce. 

Explicit the &. Commaundementes of Love, 
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The IX. Ladies Worthie, 


Duene Sinope. 
ProFULGENT in preciouſnes, o Sinope the Quene! 
Of all feminine berynge the ſceptirandregalie, ſſene, 
Subduyng the large countrie of Armenie', as it was 
For maugre ther mightis thou ybrought them for to 
applie, 
Thin honor to encreſin and thy power to magnifie ; 
O moſt renoumed Hercules! with al thy pompous boſte 


| This princes toke the priſonir and put to fighte thine 


Ladie Hippolyte. ſhoſt. 
Yer Hercules wexed red for ſhame when | ſpake of 
Hippolyt, 


Chief patrones and captain of the peple of Sinope, 

Which with her amorous chere and with coragious 
might 

She ſmote the unto the ground for all thy cruiltie, 


Wherfore the dukeſhip of Diamedes and dignitie 


Unto her grete laude and glorie perpetuall 
Attributid by all is with triumpbè laureall. 14 
Ladie Deipbile. 

The moſt noble triumphè of this ladie Deiphile 
In releve and ſuccor of the gret Duke of Athenis, 
She chaſtiſid and brought into perpetual exile 
The aureat citizeinis of the mightie Thebis, 

The ſtrongè braſin pilliris there haddin no reles, 
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But ſhe with her ſiſtir Agrifè them did doune caſt, 
And with furious fire the cite ybrent at laſt. 21 
Ladie Teuca. 

O pulchrior ſole in beautie and full ylucident, 

Of all feminine creturis the moſtè formous flour! 

In Italy reigning with gret chevalry right fervent, 
Chaiſtiſed the Romainis as maiſtris and conquerour, 
O lady Teuca ! mochil was thy glorie and honour, 
Yet mochil more was to commende thy grete benig- 
In thy perfite living and virginall chaſtitie. [nite 
| Duene Pentheſilea. 

O ye Trojanis! for this noble Quene Pentheſile 
Sorowe her mortalitie with dolorous compaſſion, 
Her love was towardis you ſo pregnante and fertile, 
Which that againiſt the proude Grekis made defenſion, 
With her victorious hand was al her affeccion [ joie 
To laſhe the Grekis to ground, and with ther hert'is 
To reyengin the coward deth of noble' Hector of 

Duene Thamyris, [Troie. 
O thou moſt rigorous Quene Thamyris invincible 
Upon the ſtrong and hideous peple of citees reining, 
Whiche by thy grete powir and by wittis ſenſible 
Vtokiſt in battaile captive Cyrus, the grete King 
Of Perſia and of Media, his hed in blode lying; [{tid, 
Thou baddiſt him to drinkin of the blode he hadthur- 
And xxii. M. of his hoſte there were diſtreſſid. 4! 
Ladie Lampede. 
The famous loude trumpe ymade of gold yforgid {o 
Hath blowin ſo up the fame and glory environ ( brigłt 
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Of this lady Lampedo, with her ſiſtir Maſifit, 

That al the land of Feminie, Europe, and Epheſon, 

Be yeldin and applied lowly to her ſubjeccion 

Many an high toure ſhe raiſid, and ybilt touris long, 

Perpetuelly to laſtin, with huge wallis ftrong. 49 
Duene Semiramis. 

Lo here Semiramis, the Quene of grete Babilon, 
The moſte generous gem and the floure of lovily favor, 
Whoſe excellent powir from Mede unto Septentrion 
Floriſhed in her regally as a mightie conqueror, 
Subdued al Barbary, and Zoraſt the King of honor, 
She flue Ethiop, and conquirid Armenie and Inde, 5 5 
In which non entrid but Alexander and ſhe as I finde. 

| Ladie Menalifpe. 

Alſo the ladie Menalippe, thy ſiſtir ſo dere, [ſtand, 
Whoſemartialpowirthere was no man that coud with- 
For thorough the wide worlde there was not yſound 

her pere, ſhande, 
The famous Duke of Athenis, Theſeus, ſhe had in 
Aud ſhe ſorely chaſtiſid him and conquirid his lande; 
The proude Grekis mightilie alſo ſhe did aſſaile, 62 
Ani ovircameandvanquiſhid them bravely in bataile, 


Explicit the balade of the IX. Worthies of Ladies, 


Acoxe walkyng, 
In thought plainyng, > All deſolate, 4 
And ſore fighyng, 
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Me remembryng 
Of my livyng, Bothe erly and late, 
My death wiſhyng 


Infortunate | 
Is ſo my fate, Out of meſure 
That wote ye what ? 


My life I hate. 
Thus deſperate 
In ſoche pore eſtate 


Of othir cure 
Am l not ſure. Is hard certain, 


Doe I endure. 


Thus to to endure 


Suche is my ure 
I you enſure: 
What creature 


And grete diſdain 


Yet I full faine 
Would me complaine From this penaunce; 


My truthe ſo plain 
Is take in vain, In remembraunce: 
Me to abſtaine 


Maie have more pain ? 
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But in ſubſtaunce 


None allegeaunce Can I not finde: 36 
Of my grevaunce 
Right ſo my chaunce 
With diſpleſaunce þ And thus an ende. 40 
Doeth me avaunce; 

Explicit. 

A ballade. 


Ix Feverere, when that it was full colde, 

Froſte, ſnowe, haile, raine, hath dominacion, 

With chaungable' elementes and windes manifolde, 

Whiche hath of ground, floure, herbe, juriſdiccion 

For to diſpoſe aftir their correccion, 

And yet Aprilis with his pleſaunt ſhoures 

Diſſolveth the ſnow and bringith forthe his floures, 7 
Of whoſe invencion lovirs maie be glade, 

For thei bring in the kalendis of Maic, 

And thei with countinaunce demure, meke, and ſad, 

Owe to worſhip the luſtie floures alwaie, 

And in ſpeciall one called ſe of the daie, 

The diifie, a lowir white and rede, 

And in Frenche callid La bel Margarete. 14 
O commendable floure, and moſte in minde! 

O floure and gracious of excellence! 

O amiable Marga'rite! of natife kind, 
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To whom I muſt reſort with diligence, 

With hert, wil, thought, moſt lowly obedience, 

to be your ſervaunt, ye my regent, 

For life ne deth nevir for to repent. 21 
Of this proceſſe now forth will I procede, 

W hiche happith unto me with grete diſdain, 

As for the time thereof | take leſt hede, 

For unto me was brought the ſore paine, 

'Therfore my cauſe was the more to complaine, 

Vet unto me my grevaunce was the leſle 

That I was ſo nigh my ladie' and maiſtreſſe. 28 
There where ſhe was preſent in this ſame place, 

I having in herte grete adverſite, 

Except oncly the fortune and gode grace 

Of her whoſe I am, the whiche releved me, 

And my gretè dures unlaſid hath ſhe, 

And brought me out of the ferfull grevaunce, 

If 'it were her eſe it were to me pleſaunce. 35 
As for the wo whiche that I did endure 

It was to me a verie pleſaunt pain, 

Seyng it was for that faire creature 

Whiche is my ladie and my ſoverain, 

In whoſe preſence J would be paſſyng fain, 

So that | wiſt it werin her pleſure, 

For ſhe' is from all diſtaunce my proteQour, 44 
"Though unto me dredful} ywere the chaunce, 

No maner of gentilnes oweth me to blame, 

For J had levir ſuflre' of deth the penaunce 
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Than ſhe ſhould for me' have diſhonor or ſhame, 
Or in any wiſe loſin her gode name; | 
$0 wiſely God for his endleſſe mercie © | 
Graunt every lovir joy of his lady 49 | 


Explicit. 


A ballade. 


() Mercifull and o merciable 1 : 
Kyng of kyngis, and ſathir of pite, 11 


O prince eterne, o mightie Lorde! ſaie we, 

To whom mercie is given of propirtie, 

On thy ſervaunt that licth in priſon bounde 

Have thou mercic or that his herte wounde. 7 
And that thou wilt graunt to him thy priſoner 

Fre libertie, and loſe hym out of pain, 

All his deſires, and all his hevie chere 

To all gladneſſe thei were reſtored again, 

Thy high vengeance why ſhould thou not refrain, 

And ſhewe mercie, fith he is penitent ? 

Now helpe hym Lorde, and let him not be ſhent. 14 
But ſith it' is ſo there is a treſpas done, 

Unto Mercie let yelde the treſpaſſour, 

It is her office to redreſſe it ſone, 

For Treſpaſſe to Mercie is a mirrour, 

And like as the ſwete hath the price by ſoure, 

So by Treſpaſſe Mercie hath all her might, 

Without Treſpaſſe Mercie hath lacke of light, 21 
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What ſhould phiſike doe but if ſikenes were ? 
What nedith ſalve but if there were a ſore? 
What nedith drink wher thirſt hath no power ? 
What ſhould Mercie doe but Treſpas go' afore ? 
But Treſpas Mercie woll be litil ſtorc, 
Without 'Treſpas ner execuſion 
Maie Mergie have ne chief perſeccion. 

The cauſe at this time of my writyng, 

And touchyng Mercie, to whom I make mone, 
Js for fere leſt my ſovereigne and ſwetyng, 

I menin her that lovelyir is none, 

With me' is diſpleſed for cauſis more than one; 
What cauſis thei he that knoweth God and ſhe, 
But ſo do n'ot 1; alas, it forthinketh me ! 

What ſe ſhe' in me, what defaute or offence ? 
What have I doe that ſhe on me diſdaine ? 
How might | doe come into her preſence, 

To tell my complaint, whereof | were faine ? 
1 drede to loke, to ſpeke, or to complaine, 

To her that hath my herte every dele; 

So help me God | would al thing wer wele: 

For in this caſe came I nevir or now 
In Lov'is daunce fo ferre in the trace, 

For with myne eſe eſcapin | ne mow 
Out of this daungir, except her gode grace, 
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For thongh my countenaunce be mery' in her face, 


As ſemith to her by worde or by chere, 
Let her gode grace ſettith myne herte nere. 
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And if my ſoveraine have any marvaile 

Why I to her now and afore ywrote, 

She maie well thinke it is no grete travaile 

To him that is in love brought ſo hote; 

It 'is a ſimple tre that falleth with one ſtrole; 

That mene l, though that my ſoveraine toforn 

Me hath denied yet grace may come to morn. 356 
Maiſtris, for the gode will I have you ought, . 

And evir ſhall as long as life durith, 

Pitie your ſervant, kepe him in your thought, 

Give' him ſom comfort or medi'cin, and curith 

His ague, that encreſith, that renuith: 

So gre vous ben his paines and ſighis ſore 

That without mercy his dais be forlore. 63 
Go, litil bill, go forth, and hie the faſt, 

Recommende me”, and excuſe me as you can, 

For very feble am I at the laſt, ; 

My pen is woren, my hew is pale and wan, 

My eyen ben ſonke, disfigured like no man, b 

Till Deth his dart that cauſith for to ſmert 

My corps have conſumed, then farwel ſwet hert. 70 
Doughtre' of Phœbus in vertuous apparence, 

My love elect in my rememberaunce, 

My carefull herte diſtreined cauſe of abſence, 

Till ye my' empreſſe me releſe my grevaunce, 

Upon you 'is ſet my life, myne attendaunce, 

Is ſette without recure I wis untill 

Ye grauntin my true kerte to have his will. 77 
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Thus, my dere ſwetyng ! in a traunce ] lyc, 
And ſhal, til drops of pitie from you ſpring, 
mene your mercie, that lieth my herte nye, 
That me maie rejoyce, and cauſe for to ſyng 
Theſe termes of love; lo | have won the ring, 
My godely maiſtris: thus of his gode grace 
God graunt her bliſſe in heven to have a place! 84 


Explicit, 


Herefoloweth buww Mercurie, with Pallas, Venus, and Ju- 
no, appered to Paris of Troie, be ſlepyng by a fountain“. 


Pallas loquitur ad Parin. 
Sox xt of Priam, gentill Paris of Troie, 
Wake of thy flepe, beholde us goddeſſes thre, 
We havin brought to the encreſe of joye, 
To thy diſcreſion reportyng our beautie; 
Take here this appill, and well adviſe the 
Whiche of us is the fairiſt in thy ſight, 
And give thou it, we praie the, gentil knight. 
ü Juno loquitur primo. 

If ſo be thou give it to me, Pariſe, 
This ſhal I give unto thy worthines, 
Honour and conqueſt, nobley, loſe and priſe, 

* The title in Speght and Urry runs, How Mercury, with Pal- 
las, Venus, and Minerva, tc. but as Pallas and Minerva is one 
and the ſame goddeſs, and as Juno was the third goddeſs at this 
interview with Paris, her name in the title, and as one of the 


appellants to the Trojan prince, is ſubſtituted for that of Mi- 
nerv. 
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Victorie, courage, force, and hardines, 

Code avinture, and famous maalines; 

For that appil all this give I to the, 

Conſidir this Pariſe, and give it me. 14 
Venus loquitur ad Parin. 

Naie, give it me, and this I ſhall you give, 

A glad aſpecte with favour and fairnes, 

And love of ladies alſo while ye live, 

Famous ſtature and princely ſemelines, 

Accordyng to your natife gentilnes; 

Undirſtand this gift well, I you adviſe, 

And give it unto me hardly Pariſe. 21 
Pallas loquitur ad Parin. 

Ye, ve, Pariſe, takith hede unto me; 

Thou art a prince yborne by thy diſcente, 

And for to rule thy royall dignite 

I ſhall the givin firſt intendemente, 

Diſerecion, prudence in right judgemente, 

Whiche in a prince is thing moſt covenable : 

Give it to me; I am to have it able. 28 


E 922 cit, 


A balade pleſaunte. 


Have a ladie, where ſo that ſhe be, 

That ſeldome is ſhe ſoveraine of my thought, 
On whoſe beautie when I beholde and ſe, 
Remembryng me how well ſhe is ywrought, 

! thanke Fortune that to her grace me brought, 


132 CERTAINE BALADES, Ge. 


So faire is ſhe, but nothyng angelike, 

Her beautie is unto none othir like. 7 
For hardily and ſhe were made of braſſe, 

Her face and all, ſhe hath enough fairneſſe; 

Her eyen ben holow' and grene as any graſſe, 

And raveniſh yelowe is her ſounitreſſe, 

Thereto ſhe hath of every comelineſſe 

Soche quantitie givin her by Nature 


That with the leſt ſhe is of her ſlature. 14 
And as a bolt her browis ben ibent, 

And betill browed ſhe is alſo with all, o 
And of her witte as ſimple” and innocent | 
As is a childe that can no gode at all ; it | 
She is not thicke, her ſtature is but ſmall; ee! 
4 WI 

Her fingirs ben litil and nothyng long; Ks 
a * Ih 
Her ſcin is ſmothe as any ox'is tong: 21 For 

0 


Thereto ſhe is ſo wiſe in daliaunce, 
And beſet her wordis ſo womanly, 
That her to here it doeth me diſpleſaunce, 
For that ſhe ſaieth is ſaied ſo connyngly 
That when there be no mo then ſhe and 1 0 
I had levir ſhe were of talkyng {till 


Then that ſhe ſhould ſo godelie ſpech? ſpill. 22 | ** 

And flothe none ſhall ye have in her entreſſe, Kg 
So diligent is ſhe and vertuleſſe, 8 
And fo buſie aie all gode to undreſſe, wh, 
That as a ſhe ape ſhe is harmeleſſe, . 


| And as an harnet meke and pitèleſſe, 
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With that ſhe is ſo wiſe and circumſpecte 
That prudence none her folie can infecte. 

s it not joye that ſoche one of her age, 
Within the boundes of ſo grete tendirneſſe, 
Should in her werke be ſo ſadde and ſo ſage, 
That of the weddyng ſawe all the nobleſſe 
Of Quene Jane, and ywas tho as | geſle 
But of the age of yeris ten and five ? 
| trowe there are not many ſoche alive. 

For, as Jeſu my ſinfull ſoul? ſave, 
There n'is creture in all this worlde livyng 
Like unto her that I would gladly have, 
So pleſith mine hert that godely ſwere thyng, 
Whoſe ſoule in haſte unto his blis ybryng 
That firſt her formid to be a creture, 
For were ſhe well of me I did no cure. 


Explicit the diſcrivyng of a faire ladie. 


An other balade. 


O Moſſie quince! 1 by your ſtalke, 
The whiche no man dare plucke awaie nor take 
Of all the folke that paſſe forthe by or walke, 
Your flouris ſreſhe be fallen awaic and ſhake; 
am right ſorie, maiſtreſſe, for your ſake ; 

Ye ſeme a thyng that all men have forgoten ; 
Ye be ſo ripe ye waxin almoſte roten. 
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Your uglie chere, deinous and froward, 

Your grene eyin, frownyng and nothing glad, 

Your chekes, enbolned like a melowe coſtard, 

Colour of orenge, your breſtes ſatournad, 

Gilt on wara'ntife, the colour wil not fade, 

Bawſin buttockid, belied like a tonne, 

Men crie S. Barba'ry at the' lofing of your gonne. 13 
Lovely leude maiſtris, take conſideracion, 

'am ſo ſforowlull there as ye be' abſent, 

Floure of the barkfate fouleſt of al the nacion, 

To love you but a little' is myne entent; 

The ſwert hath ſwent you, the ſmoke hath you ſhent, 

I trow ye' have ben laid on ſome kill to drie, - 

You do ſoch worſhip there as ye be preſent, 

Of al women 1 love you beſt a M. timis fic. 21 


Explicit, 


A balade tvarnyng men to bezvare of deceit full women, 


Lor well aboute ye that loviris be, 

Let not your luſtis lede you to dotage, 

Be not enamoured on all thynges ye ſe ; 

Sampſon the forte and Salomon the ſage 

Decevid were for all ther grete courage; 

Men demin it right that thei fe with eye, 

Beware therefore, The ind etcth many a flic., 7 
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mene of women; for all ther cheres queint 

Truſt them not to moch, ther truthe is but treſon, 

The fairiſt outward wel can thei ypaint, 

Ther ſtedfaſineſſe endurith but a ſeſon, 

For thei faine ſreadlines and worchin treſon, 

And for thei are chaungable natu'rally, 

Beware therefore, The blind eteth many a fie. 14 
What wight on ly ve ytruſtith on ther cheres 

Shall have at laſt his guerdon and his mede ; 

Thei can ſhave nerir than raſours or ſheres; 

Al is not gold that ſoinith, men take hede, 

Their galle is hid undir a ſugrid wede; 

t is but queint ther fantaſie to' aſpie, 

Beware therefore, The blind eteth many' a flie. 21 
Though all the worlde doe his huſie cure 

To make women ſtandin in ſtableneſſe 

It would not be; it is againſt nature; 

The worlde is doe when thei lacke doublenes, 

For thei laugh and love not, this is expreſſe; 

To truſt on them it is but fantaſie, 

Beware therfore, The blind eteth many a fie. 28 
Women cf kinde hath condicions thre; 

The firſt is that thei be full of diſſeite, 

To ſpinnin allo is ther propertie, 

And women have a wondirfull conſeite, 

For thei can wepe oft, and all is a ſleite, 

Aud when thei liſt the tere is in the eye, 

Beware ther fare, The blind etcth many a flie. 55 
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In ſoth to ſaie, though all the yerth ſo wanne 
Wer parchement ſmoth, white and ſcribabell, 
And the gret ſe, that called is the” Ocean, 
Were tournid into ynke blackir then ſabell, 
Eche ſticke a pen, eche man a ſcrivener abel, 
Not coud thei writin wornan's trechirie, 
Beware therfore, The blind eteth many' a flie. 41 


Explicit, 


A balade declaring that wemens claſtite doeth moche excel 
all treſure voi ldly. 


Is womanhede, as auctours al ywrite, 

Moſt thing commendid is chaſte honeſte, 

Thing moſt ſlaund'erous ther nobles to atwite, 

As when women of haſty fraëlte 

Exceden the bondes of wifely chaſtite, 

For what availeth lynage or rial blode 

When of ther lyving the report 'is not gode ? 
The holy bed defoilid of mariage 

For ones defoiled may not recovered be, 

The vice goth forth and the froward langage 

By many' a relme and many' a grete cite; 

Slaundir hath a cuſtome, and that” is grete pite, 

That true or fals, by a contrarious ſoune, 

Onis areiſed it goth not lyghtly downe ; 14 
For when a lechour by force or maſlry 

Defoulid hath of virgins the clennes, 

Widous oppreſled, and lye in advoutry, 
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Aſſailid wives that ſtode in ſtablenes, 
Who may then ther flaunderous harme redreſſe 
When ther gode name is hurt by ſoch report? 
For fame loſt ones can ner bave his reſort. 

A thefe may robbe a man of his richeſſe, 
And by ſome mene make reſtitucion, 
And ſome man maye dyſherit and oppreſſe 
A povir man from his poſſeſſion, 
And aftir make him ſatisfaccion, 
But No man may reflore in no degre 
A maide robbid of ber virginite. 

A man may alſo bete a caſtil doune, 
And bilde it aftir more freſhe to the ſight, 
Exile a man out of his regioune, 
And him revoke whether it be wrong or right, 
But No man hath the porvir ne the might 
For to reſtore the palace virginal 
Of Chaſtite when brokin is the wwal. 

Men may alſo put out of ther ſervice, 
And oflicirs remeve out of ther place, 
And at a day, when Fortune lilt deviſe, 
They may again reſtorid be to grace, 
But Ther n'is time nothir et ne ſpace, 
Nor ner in ſtory neithir rad nc ſain, 
That maydenhode loft recovered wwas again: 

For whiche men ſhouldin have a conſcience, 
Rewe in ther hertis and repentin ſore, 
And havin a remorce of gret off2nce, 
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To raviſhe thing which they may not reſtore, 

For it is ſaide, and hath be ſaid ful yore, 

The emeraud grene of parfite chaſlite 

Stole ones away may not recovered be. 49 
And hard it is to raviſhe a treſour 

Whiche of nature is not recuparable ; 

Lordſhip may not of kinge nor emperour 

Reforme a thinge whiche is nat reformable ; 

Ruſt of defame is inſeparable, 

And Maidinhode yleſt of nexve or yore 

No man on live may it again reſtore. | 36 
The Romanes olde thorough ther pacience 

Suffirid tyrauntes in ther tyranyes 

On ther cites to do grete violence, 

The peple to oppreſſe with ther roheries, 

But them to puniſhe they ſet gret eſpies 

On falſe avouterers, as it is wel couth, 

Which widowes ra viſh and maidens in ther youth. 6: 

Explicit. 


Chaucer's tbordes unto his oνn ſcrivenere. 


Avan Scrivenere, yf ever it the befalle 

Boece or Troiles for to write new 

Under thy longe lockes thou maiſt have the ſcalle, 

But after my makynge thou write more true, 

So ofte adaye I mote thy werke renew 

It to correcte and eke to rubbe and ſcrape, 

And al is thorow thy negligence and rape. 7 
End of Chaucer's Works, 
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John Gower unto the noble King Henry II 


() Noble worthie Kyng Henrie the Ferth ! 

In whom the gladdè fortune is befall 

The peple to governe here upon yerth, 

God hath the choſen in comfort of us all ; 

The worſhip of this land, which was doun fal, 

Now ſtant upright through grace of thy * 

Which every man is hold for to bleſſe. / 
The moſt high God of his juſtice alone 

The right whiche longith to thy regalie 

Declarid hath to ſtande in thy perſone, 

And more then God maie no man juſtiſie, 

Thy title” is knowe upon thyne aunceſtrie, 

The land'is folk hath eke thy right affirmed, 

So ſtant thy reigne of God and man confirmed, 14 
There is no man maie ſaie in othirwiſe 

That God hymſelf ne hath the right declared, 

Whereof the lande is bounde to thy ſervice, 

Whiche for defaute of helpe hath long ycared, 

But now there is no mann'is hertè ſpared 

To love, and ſerve, and worchin thy pleſaunce, 

And all this is through God'is purvciaunce. 21 
in alle thing whiche is of God begonne 

There foloweth grace, if it be well governed, 

Thus tellin thei whiche olds bokis conne, 

Wherof, my Lorde, I wote well thou art lerned, 

Aike of thy God, ſo ſhalt thou not be werned 

Of no requeſt the whiche is reſonable, 

For God unto the pode is favourable, 28 
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King Salomon, whiche had at his aſcyng 
Of God what thing hym was leviſt to crave, 
He chaſe wiſedome to the right govirnyng 
Of Godis folke, the whiche he wouldin ſave, 
And as he chaſe, it fill hym for to have 
For through his wit while that his reign did laſt 
He gate hym pece and reſt into his laſt. 
But Alexandre', as tellith his ſtorie, 
Unto the God beſought in othir waie, 
Of all the worlde to win the victorie, 
So that undir his ſwerde it might obaie; 
In werre he had all that he wouldin praie; 
The mightie God behight hym that bcheſte, 
The worlde he wanne, and had it oſ conqueſte. 
But though it fill at thilke tyme ſo 
That Alexandre” his aſkyng had atchived, 
This finfull worlde was all Painim tho, 
Was none whiche hath the high God beleved, 
No wondir was though thilk world was greved 
Though a tyrant his purpoſe might ywin, 
All was vengeaunce and infortune of ſin. 
But now the faith of Chriſt is come aplace 
Emongis the princis in this yerth here, 
It ſitte hem well to doe pite and grace, 
But yet it muſt be temprid in manere, 
For that thei findin cauſe in the mattere, 
Upon the poinct, what aſtirward betide, 
The lawe of right ſhall not be laicd aſide. 
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So maie a king of werrè the voyage 
Ordain and take, as he thereto is holde, 
To claime and aſke his rightfull heritage 
In al placis whereas it is withholde, 
But othirwiſe, if God himſelfe would 
Affirmin love and pece bitwene the kinges 
Pece is the beſt above al erthely thinges. 
Gode is to eſchewe warre; and natheles 
A king may makin werre upon his right, 
For of bataile the final ende is peſe, 
Thus ſtant the lawè that a worthy knight 
Upon his trouth may goin to the fight, 
But if ſo were that he mightin cheſe 
Bettir is pece, of which may no man leſe. 
To ſtere pece ought everyche one on lyve 
Firſt for to ſettin his liege lorde in reſt, 
And eke theſe othir men that they ne ſtrive, 
For ſo this landè may ſtandin at beſt ; 
What king that wolde be the worthyeſt, 
The more he might our dedly werris ceſe 
The more he ſhould his worthineſſe encreſe. 
Pece is the chefe of al the world'is welth, 
And to the heven it ledith eke the way, 
Pece is of ſoule and life the mann'is helth, 
Of peſtilence, and doth the werre away; 
My hege Lorde, take hede of that I ſay, 


If that werre may be lefte take pece on hande, 
Whiche may not be withoutin Godd'is ſande. 
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With pece ſtant every creture in reſt, 

Withoutin pece there may no lyfe be gladde, 

Above al othir gode pece is the beſt, 

Pece hath himſelf whan werre is all beſtadde, 

The pece is ſafe, the werre is evir dradde, 

Pece is of alle charite the kay, 

Whiche hath the life and ſoule for to way. 91 
My licge Lorde, if that the lyſte to ſeche 

The ſoth enſamplis what the werte hath wrought 

Thou ſhalt wel herin of wife mennis ſpeche 

That dedly werrè tournith into nought, 

For if theſe old bukis be wel yſought 

There might thou fe what thing that werre hath do 

Both of conqueſt and conquerour allo. 98 
For vaine honour or for the world'is gode 

They that whilom the ſtronge werris made 

Wher be they now? bethinke wel in thy mode 

The day is gone, the night is derke and fade, 

Ther cruilte, whiche that made *hem than glade, 

They ſorowen now, and yet have naught the more; 

The blode is ſhad which no man may reſtore. 105 
The werre is mothir of the wrongis al, 

It ſleeth the prieftan holy churche at maſſe, 

Forlith the maide, and doth her flour to fal, 

The werre makith the grete cite laſſe, 

And dothe the lawe his rulis ovirpaſſe: 

Ther is nothing wherof miſcheſe may growe 

Whiche is not cauſid of the werre | trowe, 112 
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The werre bringith in povirtie' at his heles, 


Wheroſ the comin peple is ſore greved; 

The werre hath ſct his cart on thilke wheles 
Where that Fortune ne may nat be beleved, 
For whan men wenin beſt to have acheved 
Ful oftin it 1s al newe to begin; 

The werre hath nothing fikir tho he win. 
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119 


Forthy, my worthy Prince! in Chriſt'is halve, 


As for a parte whoſe faith thou haſt be gide, 
Ley to this oldè fore a newe ſalve, 

And do the werre away what fo betide; 
Purchacin pece, and ſet it by thy ſyde, 

And ſuflre nat thy peple be devoured, 

30 ſhal thy name er aftir ſtand honoured. 

If any man be nowe or evir was 
Ayen the pece thy privy counſailour 
Let God be of thy counſaile in this caas, 
And put away the cruil warriour, 

For God, whiche is of man the creitour, 
He wolde not men ſlough his creiture 
Withoutin cauſe of dedly forfaiture. 

Where nedith moſt behovith moſt to loke; 
My Lorde, howe ſo thy werris be without 
Of time ypaſſid who that hede ytoke 
Gode were at home to ſe right wel about, 
For evirmore the worſte is for to dout, 

But if thou mightiſt parfite pece attaine 
There ſhould ybe no cauſe for to plaine, 
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About a king gode counſaile is to preiſe, 

Above al othir thinges moſt vailable, 

But yet a king within himſelfe ſhal peiſe, 

And ſeen the thingis that ben reſonable, 

And therupon he ſhal his wittis ſtable, 

Among the men to ſettin pece in evin, 

For love of him whiche is the king of hevyn, 147 
A! wel is him that ne ſhedde nevir blode 

But if it were in cauſe of rightwyſenes! 

For yf a kynge the peril undirſtode 

What is to ſle the peple, than I geſſe 

The dedly werris and the hevines 

Wherof the pece diſtourbid is ful ofte 

Shuld at ſome time ceſle and wexin ſoft, 154 

O kinge fulfillid of grace and knighthode ! 


| Remembre upon this pointe for Chriſte's ſake ; Bl 

If pece be profered unto thy manhode, W 

4 Thine honour fave, let it not be ſorſake; W. 
Though thou the werris darſt wel undirtake, Fo 

Aftir reſon yet tempre thy courage, | Ar 

| For lyke to pece there is none avauntage. 161 Th 

| 9 My worthy Lorde, thinke wel, howe ſo befall, . 
| Of thilke lore as holy bokis ſaine, Wi 

; Chriſt is the hed, and we be membris al, 2 

; 0 


As wel the ſubjecte as the ſovèraine, 
So ſitte it wel that charite be plaine, 
Whiche unto God hiniſelſe moſt accordeth, Th: 
So as the lore of Chriſt'is worde recordeth. 109 Uni 
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In the olde lawe, or Chriſt himſelfe was bore, 

Amonge the x. commaundementes rede 

Howe that manſlaughtir ſhoulde be forbore, 

Soche was the wil that tyme of the Godhede, 

But aftirward, whan Chriſt toke his manhede, 

Pece ywas the firſt thing he let do crie 

Ayenſt the world'is rancour and envie. 175 
And or Chriſt went out of this erthè here, 

And ſtighed to he ven, he made his teſtament, 

Where he bequath to his diſciplis there, 

And ya ve his pece, whiche is the foundement 

Of char ite, withoutin whoſe aſſent 

The world' is pece may nevir wel be tried, 

Ne love be kept, ne la we be juſtified. 132 
The Jewis with the Painims haddin werre, 

But they among hemſelfe ſtode er in pece, 

Why ſhouldin than our pece ſtande ont of erre, 

Which Chriſt hath choſe unto his owne encrele ? 

For Chriſt is more than ywas Moyſes, 

And Chriſt hath ſette the parfite of the awe, 

The whiche ne ſhould in no wiſe be withdrawe. 139 
To yeve us pece was cauſe why Chriſt ydide; 

Withoutin pece may nothing ſtonde availed; 

But nowe a man may ſe on cvery ſide 

Howe Chriſt 'is faith is every day aſſailed, 

With Painims diſtroyid and fo batailed 

That for defaute of helpe and of defence 

Unnethis hath Chriſt his dewe reverence. 196 
Feolume XIII. N 
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The right faith to kepin of holy churche 
The firſt point is ynamid of knighthode, 
And every man 1s holde for to worche 
Upon the point that ſtante to his manhode, 
Bur now, alas! the fame is ſpred ſo brode 
That every man this thing complainith, 
And yet is there no man that helpe ordainith. 203 
The world'is cauſe is waitid ovir al, 
There be the werris redy to the ful, 
But Chriſt'ts owne cauſe in ſpecial 
There ben the ſwerdis and the ſperis dul, 
And with the ſentence of the Pop'is bul, 
As for to done the folke paine obey, 
The churche is tournid al anothir wey. 210 
It' is wondir above any mann'is wit 
Withoutin werre how Chriſt'is faith was won, 
And we that be upon this erthè yet 
Ne kepe it not as it was firit begon ; 
To every creture undir the ſonne 
Chriſt bad himſelfe that we ſhoulde preche, 
And to the folke his Evangely teche. 21] 
More light it is to kepe than to make, 
But that whiche we foundin made tofore honde 
We kepe not, but let it lightly flake, 
'The pece of Chriſt hath al to broke his bonde, 
We reſt our ſelfe, and ſuffrin every lond 
Vo le eche othir as thinge undefended; 
So ſtant the werre, and pece is not amended, 224 
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But though the hed of holy churche above 
Ne doith not al his whole buſineſſe 
Amonge the peple to ſet pece and love, 
Theſe kingis oughtin of ther rightwyſeneſle 
Ther owne cauſe among hemſelfe redreſſe; 
Tho Peter's ſhip as now hath loſt his ſtere 
it lythe in hem the barge for to ſtere. 
If that holy churche aftir the dewte 
Of Chriſt 'is worde ne be nat al aviſed 
To makin pece, accorde, and unite, 
Amonge the kingis that be now deviſed, 
Yet natheles the lawe ſtand aſſiſed 
Of mann'is witte to be ſo reſonable 
Withoutin that to ſtande himſelfè ſtable. 
Of holy churche we ben the childrin al, 
And every childe is holde for to bowe 
Unto the mothir, how that er it fal, 
Or ellis he muſt reſon diſalowe, 
And for that cauſe a knight ſhall firſt avowe 
The right of holy churche for to defende, 
That no man ſhal the privilege offende. 
Thus were it gode to ſette al in evyn 
The world'is princis and the prelats bothe, 
For love of him whiche is the king of hevyn, 
And if men ſhould algatis wexin wrothe 
The Sarazins, whiche unto Chriſt ben lothe, 
Let men be armid-ayenſt *hem to fight, 
So maye the knight his dede of armis right. 
N ij 
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Upon iii. pointis ſtant Chriſt's pece oppreſſed, 


Firit holy churchè in her ſelfe dividid, 
Whiche ought af reſon firſt to be redreſſed, 
Bat yet lo highe a cauſe is not deſidid, 

And thus whan humble pacience is pridid 


The remenauat, whiche that they ſhuldin rule, 


No wondir is though it ſtande out of rule. 
Of that the hed is ſicke the lymmis aken; 
Theſe reignis that to Chriſt'is pece belongen 
For world'is gode theſe dedly werris maken, 
Whiche helpelefle, as in balaunce yhongen, 
The hed above hem hath nat undirfongen 
To ſet pece, but every man leith other, 
And in this wiſe hath Charite no brother. 
The two defautis bringin in the thirde, 
Of myſcreantes, that ſeen how we debate, 
Betwene the two they fallin in amydde, 
Where now al day they finde an opin gate; 
Lo! thus the dedly werre tant algate, 
But evir | hope of King Henrie's grace 
That he it is which ſhal the pece embrace. 


My worthy noble prince, and king anoynt! 


Whom God hath of his grace ſo preſerved, 
Beholde and fe the world upon this point, 


As for thy part, that Chriſt'is pece be ſerved, 


And ſo ſhal thy high medè he deſerved, 
To him which al ſhal quite the at the laſte, 
For this life here ne may no while laſte, 
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Se Alexandir, Hector, and Julius, 
Se Machabeus, David, and Joſue, 
Se Charlemaine, and Godefray, and Arthus, 
Fulfilled of werre and of mortalyte, 
Ther fame abytte; but al' is but vanite, 
For Deth, which hath the werris undir fote, 


Hath made am ende, of which there is no bote. 


So many a man the ſoth wete and know 
That pece is gode for every kinge to have, 
The fortune of the werre is er unknowe, 
But where pece is ther is the marchis ſave, 
That now is up to morowꝰ' is undir grave, 
The myghtye God yhath al grace in hande, 
Withoutin him men may not longe ſtande. 

Of the tennis to winne or leſe a chace 
May no life wete or that the bal be ronne ; 


Alſtant in God what thing men ſhall purchace; 


Th' ende is in hym or that it be begonne; 
Men ſaine the wolle, when it is well yſponne, 
Doth that the cloth is ſtronge and profitable, 
And ellis it maye nevir be durable, 
The world'ts chauncis upon avinture 
Ben evir ſette, but thilke chaunce of peſe 
Is ſo behovely to the creiture 
That it is above al othir pereles, 
But it may not begetin natheles 
Amonge the men to laſtin any while 
But where the herte is plaine withoutin gile. 
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The pece is as it were a ſacrament 

Tofore the God, and ſhal with wordis plaine, 

Without any double entendement, 

Be tretid, ſorthe trouth ne can not faine, 

But yf the men within hemſelfe ben vaine; 

The ſubſtaunce of the pece may not be trewe, 

But every day it chaungith upon newe. 315 
But who that is of charite parfite 

He voidith alle ſleightis ferre awaye, 

And ſette his-worde upon the ſame plyte 

Where that his hert hath found a ſikir waye, 

And thus when conſcience is trewly waye, 

And that theſe ben yhandlid with the wiſe, 

It ſhal abyde and ſtande in alle wiſe. 322 
The' Apoſtil faith, ther may no life be gode 

Whiche is not groundid upon charite, 

For charite ne ſhedde nevir blode, 

So hath the werre as there no properte, 

For thilke vertue whiche 1s ſayd pite 

With Charite ſo ferſorth is acquainted 

That in her may no faiſe ſemblant be paynted. 229 
Caſſodore, whoſe writinge is authoriſed, 

Saithe, where that Pite reignith ther 1s grace, 

Thrugh which the pece hath al his welth aſſy ſed, 

So that of Werre he dredith no manace; 

Where Pyte dwellith in the ſame place 

There may no dedly cruilte ſojourne 

Wherof that Mercy ſhoulde his waye tourne. 336 
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To ſe what pyteforth with mercy doth 
The cronique is at Rome in thilke empire 
Of Conſtantine, whiche is a tale ſothe, 

When him was levir his one deth deſire 
Then do the yonge childrin to martire, 
Of cruiltie he leftin the quarele, 

Pyte he wrought, and pyte was his hele. 

For thilkè mann'is pyte whiche he dede 
God was pytous, and made him whole at al, 
Silveſter came, and in the ſame ſtede 
He yave him baptiſme firſt in ſpecial, 
Whiche did awaye the ſinne original, 

And al his lepre' it hath ſo purified 
That his pyte for er is magnified, 

Pyte was the cauſe why this emperour 
Was whole in body and in ſoulè bothe, 

And Rome alſo was ſette in thilke honour 
Of Chriſt'is faith, ſo that they leve or loth, 
Whiche haddin be with Chriſt tofore wroth, 
Recevid werin unto Chriſt'is lore; 

Thus ſhal pyte be praiſid evirmore. 

My worthy liege Lorde, Henry by name, 
Whiche Englande haſte to governin and right, 
Men oughtin wel thy pyte to proclame, 
Whiche opinliche in al the world'is ſight 
It ſhewith, with the helpe of God almight, 
To yeve us pece, which long hath be debated 
Wherof thy priſe ſhal nevir be abated, 
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My Lorde, in whom hath evir yet be founde 

Pyte, withoutin ſpotte of violence, 

Kepe thilke pece alwayis within bounde 

Whiche God hath plantid in thy counſcience, 

So ſhal the cronique of thy pacience 

Amonge the ſaintes be taken into memorie, 

To the legende of perdurable glorie. 371 
And to thin erthely priſe, ſo as I can, 

Whiche every man is holdin to commende, 

I Gower, whiche am al thy liege man, 

This lettir to thine Excellence I ſende, 

As whiche evir unto my live's ende 

Wol pray for the eſtate of thy perſone, 

In worſhippe of thy ſceptre and thy throne. 378 
Net onely to my kinge of pece | write, 

But to theſe othir princis Chriſtin al, 

That eche of hem his owne herte endite, 

And ceſe the werre or more miſchefe yfal, 

Sette eke the rightful puppe upon his ſtall, 

Kepe charite, and drawe pite to hande, 

And maintaine lawe, and ſo the pece ſh-!1|ſtande. 385 


Explicit carmen de pacis commendatiche, quod, ad lau- 
dem et memoriam ſereniſſimi principis domini regis Henrici 
Quarti, ſuus bumilis orator Jobannes Gower compoſuit. 


Electus Chriſti pie rex Henrice fuiſti, 
Qui bene veniſti, cum propria regna petiſti, 
Tu mala viciſtique bonis bona reſtituiſti, 

Et populo triſti nova gaudia contribuiſti. 
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Et mihi ſpes lata, quod adhuc per te renovata 
Succedent fata priſca probitate beata, 

Ef tibi nam grata gratia ſponte data. 

Henrici Quarti primus regni fuit annus, 

Quo mihi defecit viſus ad acta mea. 

Omnia tempus habent, finem natura miniſtrat, 
Quem virtute ſua frangere nemo poteſt. 

Ultra poſſe nihil, quamvis mihi velle remanſit, 
Amplius ut ſeribam non mihi poſſe manet. 
Dum potui ſcripſi, ſed nunc quia curva ſenectus 
Turbavit ſenſus, ſcripta relinquo ſcholis. 
Scribat, qui veniet poſt me, diſcretior alter, 
Ammodo namque manus et mea penna ſilent. 
Hoc tamen in finem verborum quæſo meorum 
Proſpera quod ſtatuat regna futura Deus. 


Explicit, 
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A lalade of gode counſeile, tranſlated out of Latin verſes in» 
to Engliſhe by Dan Ibon Lidgat, cleped The Monke «f 


Burie. 


Cons voix well every circumſtaunce, 
Of what eſtate ſoever thou ybe, 
Or riche or ſtronge, or mighty' of puiſſaunce, 
Prudent or wyſe, or diſcret or beſy, 
The dome of folkes in ſoth thou may nat flie, 
What evir thou doiſt truſtith wel this, 
A wickid tonge wol alway deme amis. 

For in thy porte or in thine apparaile 
If thou be cladde and honeſtly be ſaine, 
Anone the peple' of malice wol not faile 
Without advice or reſon for to ſaine, 
That thin array is made or wrought in vain; 
Suffre hem ſpeke, and truſtith right wel this, 
A wickid tonge vol alway deme amis, 

Thou wil to kingis be equipolent, 
With grete lordis evin and peregal; 
And if thou be to torne and al to rent 
Than wol they ſay, and jangle ovir al, 
Thou art a ſlogarde that nevir thrive ſhal ; 
Suffre 'hem ſpeke, and truſtith right wel this, 


A wickid tonge vol alway deme amis. 
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f it befallin that thou take a wife, 

They wollin falſly ſay in ther entent, 

Thou art likely evir to ly ve in ſtrife, 

Voide of al reſt, without aledgement, 

Wivis ben maiſtris, this is ther judgement ; 

Suffrin al ther ſpeche, and truſt right wel this, 

A wickid lunge wwol alway deme amis. 28 
If thou be faire and exce'llent of beaute, 

Yet wol they ſay that thou art amourous, 

f thou be foule and uglie on to ſe, 

They wol affirme that thou art vicious, 

The peple' of langage is ſo diſpitous; 

Suffre' al ther ſpeche, and truſtith right wel this, 

A wickid tonge wol alway deme amis, 35 
If ſo be that of holie parfiteneſſe 

Thou haſt vowid to live in chaſtite, 

Than wollin folke of thy perſone expreſſe 

Thou art impotent t'engendre' in thy degre, 

And thus wher thou be chaſte or deſlavie; 

Suffre hem ſpeke, and truſtith right wel this, 

A wiclid tonge wol alway deme amis. 42 
If thou be fatte othir corpulent, 

Than woll thei ſay thou art a grete gloton, 

A devourir, or ellis vinolent, 

Yf thou be lene or megre of faſhion, 

Cal the a nygarde in ther opinion; 

Suffre them ſpeke, and truſtith right wel this, 

Awickid tonge wol alway deme amis, 49 
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If thon he riche, ſome wol yeve the lande; 

And ſay it cometh of prudent govirnaunte, 

And ſome wol fain that it comith of fraude, 

Othir by ſleight or falſe cheviſaunce; 

To ſain the worlt folke have fo gret pleſaunce; 

What! ſuffre hem fay, and truſt right wel this, 

A wiclid tonge wol alway deme amis. 16 
If thou be ſadde or ſobre* of countinaunce, 

Men wollin ſayn thou thinkiſt ſome treſon, 

And if that thou be gladde of daliaunce, 

Men wollin deme it deſolucion, 

And callin faire ſpeche adulacion ; 

Yet let him ſpeke, and truſtith right wel this, 

A wickid tonge wel alway deme amis. 63 
Who that is holy by perfeccion 

Men of malice wol clip him Ypocrite, 

And who is mery* of clene entencion 

Men ſain in riot he doth hym delite, 

Some mourne in black, ſome lovin clothis white; 

Suffre men ſpeke, and truſlith right wel this, 

A wiclid tonge vol alway deme amis. 70 
Honeſt araie men deme it pompe and pride, 

And who gocth pore men cal him a waſtir, 

And who goeth ſtil men marke him on the ſyde, 

Seine that he is a ſpie or agilir, 

Who waſtith not men ſain he hath treſoure; 

Wherof conclude and truſtith right wel this, 

A wickid tonge wol alzoay deme amis. 77 
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Who ſpekith moche men clepith him prudent, 

Who that debateth men ſain that he' is hardie, 

And who ſaith litil with grete ſentement 

Some folke yet wollin wite him of folie. 

Trouth is put downe, and up goth flattiry ; 

And who liſt plainly knowe the cauſe of this, 

A wickid tonge ⁊uel alway deme amis. 84 
For though a man ywere as pacient 

As was David throw his humilite, 

Or with Salo'mon in wi{dome as prudent, 

Or in knighthode egale with Joſue, 

Or manly proved as Judas Machabe, 

Yet for al that ytruſtith right wel this 

A wickid tonge wol alway deme amis, 91 
And though a man yhad che grete proweſſe 

Of worthy Hector, Troy'ts champioun, 

The love of Froylus or the kindueſſe, 

Or of Cæſar the famous high renoun, 


kite; With al Alexaundir's dominacioun, 
| Yet for al that ytruſtith right wel this, 
? 19 A tvickid tonge wwol alway deme amis. 98 
de Or thoughe a man of highe or lowe degre 
4 Of Tullius had the ſugrid eloquence, 
Or of Seneca the moralite, 
ſyde, 


Or of Caton the forſight and providence, 
Conqueſt of Charles, Artures magnificence, 
Yet for al that ytruſtith right wel this, 


A viel id tonge wwol alavay deme amis. 105 


Vue XII. 0 


77 


— 
- 


* — 


* * _ 
2 wo_ oF —̃ ů 


158 CERTAINRKE BALADES, e. 


PFouchyng women, the parfit innocence 
Thoughe that they hade of Heſter the nobleſſe, 
Or of Griſilde the humble pacience, 
Or of Judith the previd ſtabilneſſe, 
Or Polyxene's virginal clenneſſe, 
Yet dare [ ſeine, and truſtith right wel this, 
Some wickid tonge wwol deme of them amis, 112 
The wifely trouthè of Penelope 
Though they it had in ther poſſeſſion, 
Helene's beautie, the kindneſſe of Medee, 
The love unfained of Martia Caton, 
Or Alceſtc's moſt trewe affeccion, 
Yet dare [ ſain, and truſtith right wel this, | 
A wickid tonge wol alway deme amis. 119 
Than ſevith it that no man maye eſ chews ] 
The ſwerde of tonges, but it wil kerve and bite, 
Ful harde it is a man for to remewe, 
Out of ther daungir him for to acquite; 
Wo to the tongis that hem ſelfe delite 
To hinder or fclaunder, and ſet their ſtudy' in this, 
And ther pleſaunce to deme alwaye amis. 12 
Moſte noble princis, cheriſhers of vertue, 
Remembrith you of high diſcrecion, 
The firſt vertue moſte pleſing to Jeſu 
(By the writing and ſentence of Caton) 
Is a gode tonge in his opinion, 
Chaſtice the reverſe, of wiſdome do this, 
Voideth your heringe from al that deme amis. 13} 
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Scogan unto the lordes and gentilmen of the linge's houſe. 


Here followeth a moral ballad to the prince, to the D. of 
Clarence, the D. of Bedford, the D. of Gloceſter, the ling a 
ſen, by Henry Scogan, at a ſupper among the merchants 
in the vintry at London, in the bouſe of Lewis John. 


Mr noble ſonnes and eke my lordis dere! 
I, your fathir callid unworthilie, 
Sende unto you this litil tretiſe here, 
Writtin with mine owne hand full rudilie; 
Although it be that I not reverentlie 
Have written to your eſtatis, I you praie 
Myne unconnyng takith benignelie 
For Godd'is ſake, and herkin what I ſaie. & 

| complain ſore when | remembre me 
The ſodain age that is upon me fall, 
But more complain my miſpent juventute, 
The whiche is impoſſible” ayen to call, 
But certainly the moſte complaint of all 
Is to thinkin that I have be ſo nice 
That I ne wouldin vertues to me call 
In all my youth, but vices aie cherice ; 16 

Of whiche I aſke mercie of the, Lorde, 
That art almightie God in majeſtie, 
Belekyng to make ſo evin accorde 
Betwixt the and my ſoule that vanitie, 
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Ne wortidlic luſt, ne blinde proſperitie, 
Mave no lordſhip ovir my fleſhe to frele; 
hou, Lorde of reſte and perfite unitie, 
Put fro me vice, and kepe my ſoule in hele, 24 
And yeve me might, while I have life and ſpace, 
Nie to confirme fully to thy pleſaunce, 
Shewe to me the abundaunce of thy grace, 
And in gode werkes graunt me perſeveraunce, 
Of all my youth forget the ignoraunce, 
Yeve me gude will to ſerve the ate to queme, 
Set all my life after thyne ordinaunce, 
And able me to mercie or thou deme ! 32 
My Lordis dere, why l this complaint write 
To you whom that I love moſt entirely, 
Is for to warne you as | can endite 
That tyme loſte in youthhed folly | 
Grevith a wight bedily and ghollly, 
mene hym that to luſte and vice entende, 
Wherefore, Lordis, | prate you ſpecially 
Your youth in vertue ſhapith to diſpende. 40 
Plantith the rote of youth in ſoche a wiſe 
That in vertue your growyng be alwaie, 
Joke alwaie godeneſſe be your exerciſe, 
That ſhall you mightie make at eche aſſaie; 
he fende to withſtandin at eche affraie 
Paſſith wiſely this perillous pilgrimage; 
Thinke on this worde, and werke it every date, 
hat ſhall you yeve a parfite flourid age. 


24 
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Takith alſo hede how that theſe noble clerkes 

Writin in ther bokes of grete ſapience, 

Saiyng that faith is ded withoutin werkes, 

And right ſo is eſtate with negligence 

Of vertue, and therefore with diligence 

Shapith of vertue ſo to plante the rote 

T hat ye thereof have full experience, 

To worſhip of your life and ſoul'is bote. 56 
Taketh alſo hede that lordſhip ne eſtate 

Withoutin vertue maie not long endure; 

Thinketh eke how vice and vertue at debate 

Have ben and ſhal while that the worlde maie dure, 

And evir the vicious by avinture 

Is ovirthrowe; and thinkith evirmore 

That God is Lorde of all vertueꝰ and figure, 

Of all godeneſſe, therfore folowe his lore. 64 
My maiſtir Chaucer, God his ſoule ſave! 

That in his langage was ſo curious, 

He ſaid, the fathir whiche is ded and grave 

Biqueth nothing his vertue with his hous 

To his childrin, and therefore labourous 

Ought ye to be, beſekyng God of grace 

To yeve you might for to be vertuous, 

Thro whiche ye mightin have parte of his place. 72 
Here maie ye ſe that vertuous nobleſſe 

Cometh not to you by waie of aunceſtrie, 

But it comith by lefull buſineſſe 

Of honeſt life, and not by ſlogardrie, 
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Wherefore in youth I rede you edifice 
'Fhe houſe of vertue in ſoche a manere 
That in your age it maie you kepe and gie 
Fro the tempeſt of world'is wawis here. 
Thinkith how betwixe vertue and eſtate 
There is a parkite bleſſid mariage, 
Vertue is cauſe of pece, vice of debate, 
In manne's ſoule, the which be full of corage ; 
Cheriſhith then vertue, vice to outrage 
Priveth it away, let it have no wonning 
In your ſoules; leſith not the heritage 
Whiche God hath yeve to vertueus livyng. 88 
Take hede alſo how men of pore degre 
Through vertuc have be ſet in gret honour, 
[8 And evir lived in grete proſperitie, 
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'!'hrough cheriſhyng of vertuous labour; 
"Thinkith alſo how many* a govirnour 


N C.uallid to eſtate hath be ſet ſull lowe 

. Through miſuſyng of right and of errour, ; 

herfore I counſaile you vertue to know. 96 | 

F . N By your aunceſtirs ye maie nothing claime, / 
[lp As that my maiſtir Chaucer ſaieth expreſſe, 


Hut tempo'ral thing, that men may hurt or maime; 
hen is God ſtocke of vertuous nobleſſe, 

And ſithe that he is Lorde of bliſſidneſſe, 

And made us all, and for us all ydeide, 

Yolowe' hym in vertue with full buſineſſe, 

Ard of this thing herke how my maiſtir ſeide ; Ic. 
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© The firſt ſtocke, the fathir of gentilneſſe, 

What men that claimith gentill for to be, 

Muſt folowe' his trace, and all his wittis dreſſe 

Vertue to love and vicis for to flie, 

For unto vertue longith dignitie, 

And not the revers, ſafely dare | deme, 

All were he mitre, croune, or diademe, 111 
The ſirſtè ſtocke was ſull of rightwiſeneſſe, 

True of his worde, ſobre, pitous, and fre, 

Clene of his ghoſt, and lovid buſineſſe, 

Ayenſt the vice of ſloth in honeſte, 

And but his heire love vertue as did he 

He is not gentill though he richè ſeme, 

All were he mitre, croune. or diademe. 118 
Vicè maie be an heire to olde Richeſſe, 

But there maie no man, as all men maie ſe, 

Biqueth his heire his vertuous nobleſſe, 

That is appropried unto no degre, 

But to the firſt fathir of majeſtie, 

That maketh his heiris hem that can him queme, 

All were he mitre, croune, or diademe.“ 125 
Lo! here this noble poete of Bretaine, 

How lightle he in vertuous ſentence 

The loſſe on youth of vertue can complain! 

1herefore I praie you with your diligence, 

Tor your profite and Godd'is reverence, 

Tempirith fully vertue in your mynde, 

That when ye come to your judg'is preſence 

Le be not ſounde vertuleſſe then behinde. 133 
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Many lordes have a manir now adaies, 
Though one ſhewe hym a vertuous mattere, 
Ther fervent youth is of fo falſe alaies, 

That of that arte thei have no joye to here, 
But as a ſhip that is without a ſtere 

Drivith up and doun without govirnaunce, 
Wenyng that calme would laſtin yere by yere, 
Right io fare thei for very ignoraunce. 141 

For verie ſhame! knowin thei not by reſon 
That aftir an eb cometh a flode ſul rage! 

In the ſame wiſe when youth paſſith his ſeſon 
Cometh crokid and unweldie pallid age, 

And fone after the kalendes of dotage, 

And if her youth have no vertue provided 

All men woll ſaie Fie on ther vaſſalage! 

Thus hath ther Noth fro worſhip hem divided. 149 

Boecius, as men may rede and ſe, 

Saicth in his Boke of Conſolacion, / 
{ 
] 


What man defirith of vine or of tre 
PlentCous fruiR in the repyng ſeſon 
Mutt er eſcue to doe oppreſſion 


Unto the rote while it is yong and grene; J 
Thus maie ye le well by that incluſion” A 
That youth vertuleſſe doeth mochil tene. 157 1 
Seeth there ayenſt how vertuous noblene ſſe, 1 
Rotid in youth with gode parſeveraunce, J 
Drieith awaie all vice and wretchidneſſe, of 


As Nogardiie, and ricte, and diftaunce v0 
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geeth eke how vertue cauſith ſuſſiſaunce; 

Seeth eke how vertuc voidith alle vice, 

And who ſo' hath vertue hath all haboundaunce 

Of wele, as ferre as reſon can deviſe. 165 
Taketh hede of Pullius Hoſtilius, 

That fro poverte came to high degre 

I hrough vertue ; redith eke of Julius 

The conquerour, how pore a man was he? 

Yet through his vertue' and his humilite 

Many countrey had he in govirnaunce; 

Thus vertue bringeth a man to gret degre, 

Lche wight that luſt to do hym entendaunce. 173 
Rede here ayenſt of Nero vertules, 

1akith hede alſo of proude Belthaſare, 

1 kei hatid vertue, equitie and pele 

And loke how *Antiochus 611 ſro his chare, 

That he his ſkin and bonis all to tare, 


Acke what miſchaunce thei had for ther vicis; 


Who ſo woll not by theſe ſignis beware 

dare well faie infortunate and nice is. 181 
can no more now ſaie: hereby ye ſe 

How vertue cauſith perfite ſikirneſle, 

And vicis exilen all proſperitè; 

The beſt is eche man to choſe as | g«ile; 

Doeth as you liſt, 1 me excuſe expreſſe, 

would be right ſorie if ye miſcheſe; 

God confirme you in vertuous nobleſſe, 

Co that through negligence ye not it 1:ſe, 199 

Explicit, 
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TESTIMONIES 


OF LEARNED MEN CONCERNING CHAUCER AND BIS WORK?, 


Occleve, in the prologue to his book De Regimine Principiz, 


Bur welaweye! ſo is myn herte wo 

That the honour of Engliſh tong is dede, 

Of which I wont was han counſail and rede. 3 
O mayſter dere and fadir reverent, 

My mayſter Chaucer, floure of eloquence, 

Mirrour of ſructuous entendement, 

O univerſe] fadir in ſcience ! 

Alas that thou thyn excellent prudence 

In thy bed mortel mighteſt nought bequethe ! 

What eylid Deth ? alas! why would he fle'the? 10 
O Deth! that didiſt nought harm ſingulere 

In flaughtre* of him, but all the lond it ſmertith: 

But natheleſſe yit haſtow no powere 

His name to le; his hie vertue aſtertich 

Unſlayn fro the, which ay us lifely hertith 

With bokis of his ornat enditing, | 


That is to al this lond enlumyning. 17 ( 

The ſame author, ibid. p 
Mr dere mayſter (God his ſoule quite) J 
And fadir Chaucer faine wold han me taught, F 
But J was yong (a) and lerned lyte or naught. 3 5 


(a) A. dul. 
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nciſis. 
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Alas! my worthy maiſter honorable, 

This londis verray treſour and richeſſe, 

Deth by thy deth hath harme irreparable 

Unto us done; hir (5) vengeable dureſſe 

Diſpoiled hath this lond of the ſweteneſſe 

Of rethoryke, for unto Tullius 

Was never man ſo like amonges us. 10 
Alſo, who was heyre in philoſophy 

To Ariſtotle in our tonge but thow ? 

The ſteppis of Virgil in poeſie 

Thou ſuedeſt eke; men know well inow 

That combre-world that thee my mayſter flow. 

Wolde I ſlain were! Neth was too haſtiſe 

To renne on thee and reve thee thy life: 17 
She might have tarried her vengeaunce a while, 

To that ſome man had egal to the be: 

Nay, let be that; ſhe knew well that this iſle 

May never man forth bryng like unto the, 

And her office nedis do mote ſhe; 

God bad her fo, I truſt all for the beſt : 

O mayſter, mayſter! God thy ſoule reſt! 24 


The ſame, inthe title De Conſilio Habendo in omnibus ſucbis. 


Tus firſte fynder of our fayre langage 
Hath ſeyde in caas ſemblable and othir mo 
So hyly well, that it is my dotage 

% A. his, 
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For to expreſſe or touche ony of tho: 
Alas! my fader fro the world is go, 
My worthy mayſter Chaucer, hym I mene ; 
Be thou advocate for hym, hevenes quene. 7 
Attow wel knowiſt, o bleſſid Virgyne! 
With lovyng herte and hye devocioun 
In thyn honour he wroot full many a lyne, 
O now thyn help and thy promocioun ! 
To God thy fone make a mocioun 
How he thy ſcrvaunt was, mayden Marie, 
And late his love floure and frucifie, 14 
Although his life be queynt, the reſemblaunce 
Of hym hath in me ſo freſh liflyneſſe, 
That to put other men in remembraunce 
Of his perſone | have heere his lykeneſſe 
Do make, to this end in ſoothfaſtneſſe, 
That they that have of hym loſt thought and mynde 
By this peynture may ageyn hym ſynde. 21 


Jo. Gower de Con fi cue Amantiis, printed by Thomas Ber- 
thelette 15 5 4 ol. 190, a. where Venus ſpeaks to Gerten 


Gee well Chaucer when ye mete, 
As my diſciple and my poete, 

For in the floures of his youth 

In ſondrie wiſe, as he well couth, 


Of ditees and of ſonges glade, $ 


The which he for my ſake made, 
3 


— 1 „ 8 
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The londe ſulfilled is over all, 
Whereof to hym in ſpeciall 
Above all other am moſt holde. 
7 Forthy nowe in his daies olde 10 
Thou ſhalt hym tell this meſſage, 
That he upon his later age, 
Jo ſette an ende of all his werke, 
As he whiche is myn owne clerke, 
Do make his Teſtament of Love, 


15 
As thou haſt done thy ſhrifte above, 
14 do that my courte it may recorde. 
ice Madame, I can me well accorde 
(Quod I) to telle as ye me bid. | 19 


John Lydgatei in his prologue to Te. Dory of Dale ſpeat- 


ing of The Canter bury Tales. 
mynde 


21 As openly the ſtory can you lere 
Word by word, with every circumſtaunce, 
1 Echone 1writ and put in remembraunce 
) Goreers By him that was, if [that] | ſhall not faine, 
| Floure of poetes throughout all Eretaine, 5 
Which ſothely had moſte of excellence 
In rhetorike and in eloquence. 
Rede his making who liſte the trouthe find, 
Which never ſhall appallen in my mind, 
But alwaie freſhe been in myne memorie, 10 
Jo whom he yove priſc, honour, and glorie; 
Fulume XIII. 1 
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Of well ſeyng firſt in our language, 
Cheefe regiſtrer in this pilgrimage, 

All that was told foryeting nought at all, 
Feined tales nor thing hiſtoriall, 

With many proverbs divers and uncouthe, 
By reherſaile of his ſugred mouthe, 

Of eche thyng kepyng in ſubſtaunce 
Ihe ſentence hole withoutin variaunce, 
Voidyng the chaffe, ſothely for to ſcine, 
Enlumining the true piked greine 

By craftie writyng of his ſawes ſwete 
Fro the tyme that they did mete, 


2? 


— 


The ſame author, inthe prologue te his tranſlation of Boccac? 1 
of The Fall of Princes. 


Iv maiſter Chaucer, with his freſh comedies, 8 
Is dede, alas! ehiefe poete of Bretayne, * 
hat whilom made ful piteous tragedies, 4 
The fall of princes he did alſo complayne, * 
As he that was of makyng ſoverayne, Th 
Whom all this londe ſchulde of ryght preferre, To 
Sith of our langage he was the lode- ſterre. 7 | 

And ſemblably, as I have told toforne, Da 
My maiſter Chaucer did his beſineſſe, Thi 
And in his dayes hath ſo well him borne Bn 
Out of our tong t'avoyden all rudeneſſe, ue 


And to reforme it with colors of ſweteneſſe, 
Vherfore let us yeve him laude and glorye, 
And put his name with poctes in memorye, I 


20 


ferre, 
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Of whoſe labour to make mencioun, 
Wherethurgh of right he ſhulde commendid be, 
in youthe he made a tranſlacioun 
Of a boke which called is Trophe 
In Lumbard tong, as men may rede and ſe, 
And in our vulgare, long or that he deyde, 
Gave it the name of Troylus and Crefieyde. 

Which for to rede lovers them delite, 

They have therin ſo grete devocioun; 

And this poete alſo himſclte to quite, 

Of Boecius boke The Conſolacioun 

Made in his tyme an hole tranſlacioun; 

4nd to his ſonne that called was Lowis 

He made a Tretiſc, ful noble and of great priſe, 

Upon th' Aſtrolabour, in full noble forme 

Set them in ordre with ther diviſions, 
Mennys wittes t'applien and conforme, 
To underſtond by full expert reſons, 

2y domifieng of ſundrie manſions, 
The rote out fought at the aſcendent, 
Toforne or he gafe any jugement. 

He wrote alſo ful many a day agone 
Dante in Engliſh, himſelf ſo doth expreſſe, 
The piteous ſtory of Ceix and Alcion, 

And the Dethe eke of Blaunche the Ducheſſe; 
And notably did his beſineſſe, 

By grete avyſe his wittes to diſpoſe 

1» tranflate The Romans cf the Roſe. 
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Thus in vertue he ſet all his entent, 
Ydelnes and vices for to fle; 
Of Fowles alle he wrote The Parliament, 
'Therin remembring of royall egles thre, 
Howe in their choyfe they felte adverfite, 
'Fofore Nature profered the batayle 
Eche for his partte, if it would avayle. 

He did alſo his diligence and payne 
In our vulgare to tranſlate and endite 
Origene upon the Maudelayne; 
And of the Lyon a boke he did write; 
Of Annelida and of falſe Areite 
He made a Complaynt dolefal and piteons; 
And of the Broche which that Vulcanus 

At Thebes wrought full divers of nature; 
Ovide writeth who therof had a ſight 
For high deſyre he ſhuld not endure, 
| But he it had never be glade ne light, 
KF And if he had it onys in his might, 
| | f Like as my maiſter faith and writeth in dede, 
Fi It to conſerve he ſhuld aye live in drede. 6; W 2 
| This poete wrote, at the requeſt of the quene, 
A Legende of perfite holyneſſe, 


Of Good Women to fynd out nynetene By 
That did excell in bounte and fayrenes, Oft 
But for his labour and beſineſſe Rea 


Was importable his wittes to encombre 
In all this world to fynd ſo grete a nombre, „oon 


49 
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He made the boke of Caunterbury Tales, 
Whan the Pylgryms rode on pylgrymage 
Throughout Kent, by hylles and by dales, 
And all the ſtories told in their paſſage, 
Endited them full well in our langage, 
Some of knighthode, ſome of gentilneſſe, 
And ſome of love, and ſome of perſitenes, 

And ſome alfo of grete moralite, 

Some of diſporte, including grete ſentence : 

ln proſe he wrote The Tale of Melibe 

And of his wife, that called was Prudence; 

And of Griſildes perfite pacience; 

And how the Monke of ſtories new and olde 
Pitous tragedies by the weye tolde. 

This ſayed poete, my maiſler, in his dayes 
Made and compiled ful many a freſh dite, 
Complaintes, ballades, roundeles, virelaizs, 
Ful dele able to heren and to ſe, 

For which men ſhulde of right and equite, 
Sith he of Engliſh in making was the beſt, 
Pray unto God to yeve his ſoule good reſt. 


The ſame author, ibid. I. I, c. 6, 


Bor if ye liſt have clere inſpeRioun 

Of this ſtory upon every (ide 

Reade Ihe Legende of Cupide, 

Which that Chaucer in order as they ſtode 


Compyled of Women that were called Gods. 
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Touchyng the ſtory of Kyng Pandion, 
And of his godely fayre doughters twayne, 
How Thereus, falſe of condicion, 

Them to deceive did his beſy payne; 
They bothe named of beauty foverayne, 
Godely Progne and yonge Philomene, 
Bothe innocentis of intent full clene. 

Their pitous fate in open to expreſſe 

It were to me but a preſumption, 

Syth that Chaucer did his beſineſſe 

In his Legende as made is mencion, 
Their martyrdome and their paſſion 
For to reherſe them did his befy payne, 
As chiefe poete called of Brytayne. 

Of Good Women a boke he did write, 
The number uncomplete fully of nynetene, 
And there the ſtory plainely he did endite 
Of Thereus, Progne, and Philomene, 
Where ye may fe their legende; thus I mene 


Do them worſhy p, and forth their life do ſhewe 
For a clere myrror, becauſe there be bur fewe. 


The ſame, on the praife of the Virgin Mary, printed by 
Myllyam Caxton, cap. Axiii. Acommendacion of Chaus 


cares. | 
A vy eke my maſter Chauceris now is grave, 


The noble rethor poete of Brytayne, 
Ti:at worthy was the lawrer to have 
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Of poetrye, and the palme attayne, 

That made firſt to dyſtylle and rayne 

The gold dewe dropys of ſpeche and eloquence 

Into our tunge thrugh his excellence, 7 
And fonde the flouris firſt of rethoryke 

Our rude ſpeche only to enlumyne, 

That in our tunge was never none hym lyke, 

For as the ſonne doth in heven ſhyne 

In mydday ſpere down to us by lyne, 

In whos preſence no ſterre may appere, 

Right ſo his ditees withouten ony pere, I4 
Every makyng with his light diſtayne, 

In ſothfaſtnes. whoſo takyth hede, 

Wherfore no wonder though myn herte playne 

Upon his deth, and for forow blede, 

For want of hym now in my grete nede 

That ſhold, allas! conveye and directe, 

And with his ſupporte amende and correcte 21 
The wronge traces of my rude penne, 

There as [ erre and goo not lyne right; 

But for that he ne may me not kenne 

can no more but with al my myght, 

With al myn herte and myn inward ſight, 

Prayeth for hym that now lyeth in cheſte, 

To God above to yeve his ſowle good reſte. 28 
And as | can forthe | wyl procede, 

Sithen of his helpe ther may no ſocour be, r 30 
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Anonymous verſes talen by Mr. Speght out of a book of My, 


Stoww's. 


O Fathers and founders of enornat eloquence, 

That enlumined have our grete Britaine ! | 

To ſone we have loſt our lauriat ſcience; 

O luſtie licour of that fulſome fountaine 

O curſed Death] why haſt thou thoſe poets ſlaine ? 
mene Gower, Chaucer, and Gaufride (c); 

Alas the time that ever they fro us dide! 7 


Garvin Douglas, Biſbop of Dunkeld,inthe preface tobistran- 
lation of Virgil"s Aneis, printed at Edin. 1710, p. 9. 


Tarocuvenerabill Chaucere, principallpcetebutpere, 
Hevinly trumpet, orlege and regulere, 
| K In eloquence balme, condict and diall, 
| Mylky fountane, clere ſtrand, and rois riall, 
Of freſche endite throw Albioun iland braid, 
195 In his Legend of Notabillis Ladyis ſaid 
1 That he couth follow word by word Virgill, Sc. 7 


— — 


Leland, in bis Encomia illuſtrium Virorum, Coll. vol. v p. 
141. 
In laudem Gallofridi Chaucer, Iſiaci. 


| 
F- 


Dou juga montis aper, frondes dum læta volucris, 
Squamiger & liquidas piſcis amabit aquas, 
Mrzonides Græcæ linguz clariſſimus auctor 

(c) Geoflrey Vineſalve. 
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Aonio primus carmine ſemper erit; 

Altiſonuſque lytæ, Phœbo applaudente, Latinæ 
Gloria Virgilius maxima ſemper exit: 6 
Nec minus & uoſter Galfridus ſumma Britannæ 
Chaucerus Muſæ gratia ſemper erit. 

Illos quis neſcit felicia ſecla tuliſſe? 

Hunc ætas tantum protulit illa rudis. 

Tempora vidiſſet quod ſi florentia Muſis, 

Aquaſſet celebres, vel ſuperaſſet avos. 12 


Idem, ibid. p. 14m. 


Pzxoicar Aligerum merito Florentia Dantem, 
Italia & numeros tota ( Pecrarcha) tuos; 

Anglia Chaucerum veneratur noſtra poetam, 

Cui veneres debet patria lingua fuas. 4 


Idem, ibid. p. 142. This was toritten by Leland at the re- 
queſt of Thomas Bertbelet, a diligent and learned prin- 
ter, who firſt printed Chaucer's Works, put out by Mr, 
Thynne (d). 


(Quom (e) vivum teres Atticus leporem 

Inveniſſet, & undecunque Græcam 

Linguam perpoliiſſet, inſolenter 

) Audebat reliquos, rudes vocare; 

Cujus (g) judicium impiger Quirinus 5 
(4) Leland in Chaucer's life. (e) Lel. in vita Chauceri. 


al. novum brevis. (J) Al. Barbaros reliquos vocare ccepit. 
) Al. veſtigia. | 
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(5) Intenſo ſtudio ſequens Latinum 
Sermonem (i) quoque reddidit venuſtum, 
Et cum Graco alios rudes vocavit. 

At quanto mihi rectius videtur 

Feciſſe officium ſuum diſertus 
Chaucerus, brevitate primus apta 
Linguam qui patriam redegit illam 
In formam, ut venere & lepore multo, 
Ut multo ſale, gratiaque multa 
Luceret, velut Heſperus minora 

Inter ſidera; nec tamen (+) ſuperbus 
Linguz barbariem exprobravit ulli 

(!) Genti: tam facilis fuit benignuſque. 
(-:) Ergo, vos juvenes, manu Britanni 
Lata ſpargite nunc roſas (a) ſuave 
Spirames, violaſque molliores; 

Et veſtro date candido poetæ 
Formoſam ex hedera citi coronam. 


10 


15 


23 


The publiſber of Jobn Lydgate's H iflory and Chronicle of the 
Trojan War, printed 1555, in the piſtle to the reader. 


As the verye perfe diſciple [ſpeaking of Lydgate] 
and imitator of the great Chaucer, the onely glo- 
rye and beauty of the ſame. Nevertheles, lykewyſe 
as it hapned the ſame Chaucer to leaſe the prayſe of 


( Al. fer certo pede perſequens. (i) Al. bene. (A) Superbe. 


(/) Deeft hic verſus. (m) Quare. (n) Al. Suave-Spirantes. 
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that tyme wherin he wrote, beyng then when indede 
al good letters were almoſt aflepe, ſo farre was the 
groſeneſſe and barbarouſneſſe of that age from the un- 
derſtandinge of ſo devyne a wryter, that if it had not 
bene in this our time, wherin all kindes of learnyng 
(thancked be God) have as much floryſhed as ever 
they did by anye former dayes within this realme, and 
namely by the dylygence of one Willyam Thynne, 
a gentilman who, laudably ftudyouſe to the poly- 
ſhing of fo great a jewel, with right good judgment, 
travail, and great paynes, cauſing the ſame to be per- 
ſected, and ſtamped as it is now read, the ſayde Chau- 
cer's Works had utterly peryſhed, or at the leſt bin ſo 
depraved by corrupcion of copiesthat at the laſtethere 
ſaculde no parte of hys meaning have ben founde in 
any of them. | 


Roger Aſchamin his Schule- Maſter, printed 1571, f. Oo, b. 


Sout that make Chaucer in Engliſh and Petrarch in 
Italian their gods in verſes, and yet be not able te 
make trew diſſerence what is a fault and what is a juſt 
pray ſe in thoſe two worthie wittes, will much miſlike 
this my writyng, {againſt riming] but fuch men be 
evcn like followers of Chaucer and Petrarke, as one 
here in England did folow Syr Tho. More, who being 
molt unlike unto him in wit and learnyng, neverthe- 
les in wearing his gowne awrye upon the one ſhoul- 
der, as Syr Tho. More was wont to do, would needs 
be counted like unto him, 
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Theſume author in lis Toxophilus, printed 15 7 l, ſol. 1g, b. 


Wuosx horriblenes [ſpeaking of gaming] is ſo large 
that it paſſed the eloquence of our Engliſhe Homer 
{ Chaucer] to compaſſe it:. I ever thoughte his ſay- 
inges to have as much authoritye as cyther Sophocles 
or Euripides in Greke. 


The fame author in his book of the State of Germany, werit- 
ten about 15 52, fol. 1. 


Diricexes alſo muſt be uſed {by an hiſtorian] in 
keepiog truly the order of tyme, and deſcribyng ly- 
vely both the fite of places and nature of perſons, not 
only for the outward ſhape of the body, but alſo for 
the inwarde diſpoſition of the minde, as Thucydidcs 
doth in many places very trimly, and Homer every 
where, and that always moſt excellently, which ob- 
ſer vation is chiefly to be marked in hym; aud our 
Chaucer doth the ſame very praiſe worthely, mark 
hym well and conferre hym with any other that wri- 
teth in our tyme in their proudeſt roung wholoever 
lyſt. 
Sir Philip Sidney in his Defence of Pocfie, printed 1598, 
P. 492. 
I's the Italian language the firſt that made it to aſpire 
to be a treaſure-houſe of ſcience were the poers Dante, 
Boccace, and Petrarch ; ſo in cur Enghſh wer Gow? 
2 


ol. 13, b. 
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and Chaucer, after whom, encouraged and delighted 
with their excellent foregoing, others have followed 
to beautifie our mother tongue, as well in the ſame 
kind as other artes. 


Jbid. p. $13. 


Caawcer undoubtedly did excellently well in his 
Troilus and Creſeid, of whom truly | know not whe- 
ther to marvell more, either that he in that myſtie 
time could ſee ſo clearly, or that we in this clear age 
go ſo ſtumblinglie after him; yet has he great wants, 
fit to be forgiven in ſo reverent an antiquitie. 


The Arie of Engliſ> Pegſie, printed 1589, p. 48, ſup/r/cd 
ty be twritten by one Pultenbam, a Gentleman Penſroner 
4% Q. Eliz, See Wood's Athens Oxon, vol. 1. col. 184, 
in Sidney, 


Will not reach above the time of King Edward the 
Third and Richard the Second for any that wrote in 
Engliſh meeter, becauſe before their times, by reaſon 
of the late Normane conqueſt, which had brought in- 
to this realme much alteration both of our langage 
and lawes, and therewithall a certain martiall barba- 
rouſues, whereby the ſtudy of all good learning was 
ſo much decayed as long time after no man, or very 
few, entended to write in any laudable ſcience, ſo as 
beyond that time there is little or nothing worth com- 
nendation to be ſounde wtitten in this arte; andthoſe 
Vilume XIII. Q 
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of the firſt age were Chaucer and Gower, both of then, 
as I ſuppoſe, knightes, after whom followed John Lyd- 
gate the monke of Bury, and that nameles who wrote 
the ſatyre called Piers Plowman. 


Ibid. p. 187. 
Six Geffrey Chaucer, Father of our Engliſh poets, 


Mr. Fox in his Acti and Mon. Lond. 1684, vol. ii. p. 42, 


J Marvel to conſider this, how that the Biſhops con- 
demning and aboliſhing all manner of Engliſh books 
andtreatiſes which might bring the people to any light 
of knowledge, did yet authoriſe the Works of Chay- 
cer to remain ſtill and to be occupied, who no doubt 
ſaw in religion as much almoſt as ever we do now, and 
uttereth in his Works no leſs, and ſeemeth to be aright 
Wicklivian, or elſe there was never any; and that all WO} | 
his Works almoſt, if they be throughly adviſed, will WM | 
teſtify, (albeit it be done in mirth and covertly) and. 
eſpecially the latter end of his third book of The Telta- WW x 
ment of Love, for there purely he toucheth the higheſt 5 
matter, that is, the communion, wherein except a man b 
be altogether blind he may eſpy him at the full; a-. 
though in the ſame book, (as in all other he uſeth to WF 41 
do) under ſhadows covertly, as under a vizor, he ſu- t 
borneth truth in ſuch ſort as both privily ſhe may pro- +}, 
fit the godly-minded, and yet net be eſpied of the n. 
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crafty adverſary; and therefore the Biſhops, belike 
taking his Works but for jeſts and toys, in condem- 
ning other books yet permitted his books to be read. 
—Soit pleaſed God then to blind the eyes of them for 
the more commodity of his people, to the intent that 
through the reading of his treatiſes ſome fruit might 
redound thereof to his church, as no doubt it did to 
many. As alſo am partly informed of certain which 
knew the parties, which to them reported that by 
reading of Chaucer's Works they were brought to the 
true knowledge of religion; and not unlike to he true, 
for to omit the other parts of his Volume, whereof 
ſome are more fabulous than other, what tale can be 
more plainly told than The Tale of the Ploughman ? 
or what finger can point out more directly the Pope 
with hisprelates to be Antichriſt than doth the poor 
pellican reaſoning againſt the greedy griffon ? under 
which hypotypoſis or poefie who is ſo blind that 
ſeeth not by the pellican the doctrine of Chriſt and 
of the Lollards to be defended againſt the church of 
Rome? or who is ſo impudent that can deny that to 
be true which the pellican there affirmeth, in deſeri- 
bing the preſumptious pride of that pretended church? 
Again, what egg can be more like, or fig, unto ano- 
ther than the words. properties, and conditions, of 
that ravenous gryphon reſembleth the true image, 
that is the nature and qualities, of that which we call 
the church of Rome, in every point and degree ? and 


Qij 
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therefore no great marvel if that narration was cx- 
empted out of the copies of Chaucer's Works, which 
notwithſtanding now is reſtored again, and is extant 
for every man to read that is diſpoſed. 


Stepbanus Surigonius Poet Laureat of Milan, wrote th: 
follvwwing epitapb upon Chaucer at the defrre of William 
Caxton, which anciently 2vas hung up upon a pillar over 
againſt the place where he wvas buried. See Leland in the 
life of Chaucer, and Staus Survey, edit. 1720. b. , 
p- 3t. 

Piexroes Muſæ, fi poſſunt numina fletus 

Fundere, divinas atque rigare genas, 

Galfridi Chaucer vatus crudelia fata 

Plangite; fit lacrymis abſtinuiſſe neſas. 

Vos coluit vivens, at vos celebrate ſepultum : 5 

Reddatur merito gratia digna viro. 

Grande decus nobis eſt docti Muſa Maronis, 

Qua didicit melius lingua Latina loqui : 

Grande novumgue decus Chaucer famamque paravit, 

Hen quantum fuerat priſca Britanna rudis ! 10 

Reddidit inſignem maternis verſibus, ut jam 

Aurea ſplendeſcat, ferrea facta prius. 

Huac latuiſſe virum nil, fi tot opuſcula vertes, 

Dixcris, egregiis quæ decorata modis. 

Socratis ingenium, vel fontes philoſophiæ, 15 

Onicquid et arcani dogmata ſacra ferunt; 

I : quaſcunque velis tenuit doctiſſimus artes 

Hic vates, parvo conditus in tumulo. 
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Ah! laudis quantum præclara Britannia perdis, 

Dum rapuit tantum mors odioſa virum. 20 
Crudeles Parcæ, crudelia fila ſororum; 

Non tamen extincto corpore fama perit; 

Vivet in æternum, vivent dum ſcripta poetæ, 
Vivant æterno tot monumenta die, 

Si qua bonos tangit pietas, ſi carmine dignus, 2g 
Carmina qui cecinit tot cumulata modis; 

Hæc ſibi marmoreo fcribantur verba ſepulchro, 
Hæc maneat laudis ſarcina fumma ſuæ: 

Galfridus Chaucer vates, & fama pocſir 

Materne, bac ſucra ſum tumulatus humo. 39 
Poſt obitum Caxton voluit te vivere cura 

Guilhelmi, Chaucer, clare poeta, tui: 

Nam tua non ſolum compreſſit opuſcula formis, 

Has quoque fed laudes juſlit hic eſſe tuas. 34 


Camden in bis Britannia, in Dobunis. 


Oecioun ipſum [Woodſtock] cum nil habeat quod 
oſtentet, Homerum noſtrum Anglicum Galfredum 
Chaucerum alumnum ſuum fuiſſe gloriatur. De quo 
& noſtris poetis Anglicis illud vere aſſeram quod de 
Homero & Grecis cruditus ille Italus dixit ; 


tic ille eſt, cuins de gurgite ſacro 
Cumbibit arcanos vatum omnis turda furores. 


ne enim extra omnem ingeniialeam poſitus, & poe- 
taſtros noſtros Jongo poll ſe intervallo relinquens. 


Jam monte potit us 
Kidet auhelantem dura ad ſaſtigia turdam. 


Qii 


| 
V 
| 
| 
4 
' 


186 TESTIMONIES, Oc. 


dem, in T1 inobantibus. 


Jv1que minime tacendu3 poetarum Anglorum pr in- 
ceps Galfredus Chaucer, 


Edmund Spenſer in bis Fairy Queen, lib. iv. canto 2, 
ſt. 31, Oc. 


Coovrxaceovs Cambel and ſtout Triamond 

With Canace and Cambine link'd in lovely bond. 2 
XXXI. 

Whilom, as antique ſtories tellen us, 

Thoſe two were foes the felloneſt on ground, 

And battle made, the draddeſt dangerous 

That ever ſhrilling trumpet did reſound, 

Though now their acts be no where to be found 

As that renowned poet them compil'd, 

With warlike numbers and heroick ſound, 

Dan Chaucer, (well of Engliſh undefil'd) 

On Fame's eternal bead-roll worthy to be fil'd. 11 
XXXII. 

But wicked Time, that all good thoughts doth waſte, 

And works of nobleſt wits to nought out-wear, 

That famous monument hath quite defac'd, 

And robb'd the world of treaſure endleſs dear, 

The which might have enriched all us here. 
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0 curſed eld! the canker-worm of wits, 

How may theſe rhymes (ſo rude as doth appear) 

Hope to endure, ſith works of heavenly wits 

Are quite devour'd, and brought to nought by little 
bits ? 20 

XXXIII. 

Then pardon; O moſt ſacred happy ſpirit! 

That I thy labours loſt may thus revive, 

And ſteal from thee the meed of thy due merit, 

That none durſt ever while thou waſt alive, 

And being dead in vain yet many ſtrive; 

Ne dare | like, but through infuſion ſweet 

Of thine own ſpirit (which doth in me ſurvive) 

follow here the footing of thy feet, 

That with thy meaning ſo ll may the rather meet. 29 


161, I. vii. canto 7, ſt. 9. 


So hard it is for any living wight 

All her array and veſtiments to tell, 

That old Dan Geffrey (in whoſe gentle ſpright 

The pure well-head of poetry did dwell) 

In his Fowles Parley durſt not with it mell, 

But it transfer'd to Alane, who he thought 

Had in his Plaint of Kinds deſcrib'd it well, 

Which who will read, ſet forth ſo as it ought, 

Co ſeek he out that Alane where he may be ſought. 9 
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The ſame author, in The Shepherd's Calendar, in Feb. 


THENOT. 
Bur ſhall I tell thee a tale of truth, 
Which I con'd of Tityrus (o) in my youth 
Keeping his ſheep on the hills of Kent! 3 
cud. To nought more, Thenot, my mind is bent, 
Than to hear novels of his deviſe, 
They been ſo well thewed, and ſo wiſe, 
Whatever that good old man beſpake. 7 
rugx. Many meet tales of youth did he make, 
And ſome of love, and ſome of chivalry, 
But none fitter than this to apply; 
i Now liſten a while, and hearken the end. 
15 There grew an aged tree on the green (2), Cc. 1: 
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1bid. in June. 


Tar god of ſhepherds, Tityrus, is dead, 

br Who taught me homely as | can to make; 

He whilſt he lived was the ſoveraigne head 

Of ſhepheards all that bene with love ytake; 4 


) Chaucer is meant by Tityrus, and by Colin the poet meat 
kimſelt. | 

(p; In this eclogue Spenſer ſeems to imitate Chaucer's {:1'* 
and numbers, which are often unequal. 
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Well couth he waile his woes, and lightly ſlake 

The flames which love within his heart had bredde, 
And tell us mery tales to keep us wake, 

The while our ſheepe about us ſafely fedde. 8 


Ibid. in December. 


Taar Colin hight, which well could pipe and ſing, 
For he of Tityrus his ſongs did lere. 2 


The ſame, in the poem called Colin Clout' s come home agen. 


Tur Shepherd's boy (beſt knowen by that name) 
That after Tityrus firſt ſung his lay, 
Lays of ſweet love, without rebuke or blame. 3 


Verſiegan's Reſtitution of decayed Intelligence, chap. vii. 


Sous few ages after came the poet Geffery Chaucer, 
who writing his poeſies in Engliſh is of ſome called 
the firſt illuminator of the Engliſh tongue: of their 
opinion I am not, though 1 reverence Chaucer as an 
excellent poet for his time. He was indeed a great 
mingler of Engliſh with French, unto which language 
(bylike for that he was deſcended of French orrather 
Wallon race) he carried a great affection. 
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Mr. Francis Beaumont's letter to Mr. Speght, preſſing bin 
to print his obſervations upon Chaucer, dated the laſt of 
June 1597, from the edit. of Chaucer 1002. 


Tovcuixs the incivilitie Chaucer is charged with- 
all, what Romane poet hath leſs offended this way than 
he? Virgil in his Priapus is worſe by a thouſand de- 
grees, and Ovid in De Arte Amandi, and Horace in 
manie places as deepas the reſt, but Catullus and Ti- 
bullus in uncleane wantoneſſe beyond meaſure paſſe 
them all. Neither is Plautus nor Terence free in this 
behalfe; but theſe two laſt are excuſed above the reſt, 
by their due obſervation of decorum, in giving to their 
comicall perſons ſuch manner of ſpeeches as did beſt 
fit their diſpoſitions. And may not the ſame be ſaid 
for Chaucer? how much had he ſwarved from deco- 
rum if he had made his Miller, his Cook, and his 
Carpenter, tell ſuch honeſt and good tales as he made 
his Knight, his Squire, his Lawyer, and his Scholler! 
But ſhewing the diſpoſition of the baſer ſort of men 
he declareth in their Prologues and Tales that their 
chief delight was in undecent ſpeeches of their owne, 
and in their falſe defamaticns of others. — No man 
can imagine, in his ſo large compaſſe, purpoſing to de- 
ſcribe all Engliſhmen's humours living in thoſe daies, 
how it had been poſſible for him to have left untouch- 
ed their filthy delights, or in diſcovering their deſires 
kow to have expreſt them without ſome of their wort, 
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And now to compare him with other poets; his 
Canterbury Tales containe in them almoſt the ſame 
argument that is handled in comedies; his ſtile there- 
in for the moſt part is lowe and open like unto theirs; 
but herein they differ; the comedie writers doe all 
follow and borrowe one from another, as Terence from 
Plautus and Menander, Plautus from Menander and 
Demophilus, Statius and Cæcilius from Diphilus, A- 
pollodorus, and Philemon, and almoſt all the laſt co- 
medians from that which was called Antiqua comædia. 
Chaucer's deviſe of his Canterbury pilgrimage is 
meerly his owne, his drift is to touch all ſorts of men, 
and to diſcover all vicis of that age, and that he doth 
ſo ſcelingly, and with ſo true an ayme, as he never 
ſailes to hit whatſocver marke he levels at. 


Sir Henry Savil in the freface to Dis edit. Brammardine 
de Gauſa Dei, Lond. 1017. 


De Galfrido Chauceroillorum fere temporum æqua- 
li, poetarum noſtrorum principe, acris judicii, non le- 
pidi tantum ingenii, viro, qui de Thoma hoc naſtrate 
non tacuit, nobis nefas ſit hic tacere. Is, cum eſſet phi- 
loſophicis Theologiciſque haud mediocriter imbutus, 
ac haſce Cantuarienfis Archiepiſcopi lucubrationes 
jam tum recens emiſſas, ut videtur, pervolviſſet, pro 
more ſuo jocis ſeria intertexens, in fabella quadam 
Cantuarieuſt arduam de Dei præſcientia, rerun: que 
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coutingentia quezſtionem obiter attingit; ac Auguſti. 
no Eradwardinum annumerat, ex 1is unum ſeil. qui in 
difhcili hac controverſia exagitanda farinam aſyue ad 
furfures (ſic enim familiariter eleganterque ille noſter) 
excuſſerunt, hoc eſt, veritatem in profundo demerſam 
clicuet unt. Ipſum, fi placet (placet autem antiqua An- 
glicana etiam ſtyli ſimplicitas) ſocco ſuo indutum in 
medium deducamus. 


But what that God afore vote muſt nceds bee, 
After the opinion of certain clerkis, 

Witneſſe of him that any clerk is, 

'That in ſchoole is great altercation 

In this matter, and great diſputation, 

And hath been of an hundred thouſand men, 


44 But I ne cannot boult it to the bren, 

10 As can the holy doctour 8. Auſtin, 

$1 | Or Boece, or the Biſhop Brad wardin, 
be | Whether that God's worthy foreweting 


Strainith me needly to do a thing, 

1 (Needly clepe I ſimple neceſſite) 1 
NM | Or if the free choice be granted me 

Fo do the ſame thing or do it nought, 


4 rho God forewot it or it was wrought, V 
450 Or if his weting ſtraineth never a Cele, D 
„ But by neceſſite conditionele, 7 
„ woll not have to done of ſuch matere. x 
„ ; N 

1 Which be thus renders into Latin. U 


Non evenire non poteſt quicquid Deus 
Præſcivit; ita fert crebra doaorum cohors, 
Hic literatum quemlibet teftem voco 
Quantis utrinque fluctibus lis hæc ſcholas 
'Trivit, teritque, pene inextricabili 

| Ingenia nodo centies mille implicans. 


I 


TESTIMONIES, O'. 193 


c Aupulti- Excutere nudos hæc ad uſque furfures, 

, T (Quod ab Auguſtino præſtitum, & Boethio, 
ſcil. — Ac Bradward imo Epiſcopo) non ſum potis, 
1m afſque ad Utrumne me divina præſcientia 
ille noſter) Ad aliquid uaum, ut exequar, neceſſitet ; 


Ne ceſſitatem luc abſolutam inteiligo) 

An mihi ſtet hujus five agendi ſeu minus 
Electionis ſalva libertas, licet 

bræſcietit ipſum hoc, antequam fieret, Deus. 
an praſcientis obliget neceſſitas 

Illa una, quam ſuppoſita conditio ſtruit, 

In tam proſundum haud ego inſiliam mare. 


demetrſam 
ntiqua An- 
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bee, | 
Mr. Sellen in his preface to Drayton's Polyolbion. See 
Gl: to Ur. in Dulcarnon. 


en, 
5 Fohn Denham on Mr. Abrah. Conley, in bis Works, 
printed 1709, p. 84. 


Orp Chaucer like the morning ſtar, 
To us diſcovers day from far, 
His light choſe miſts and clouds diffolv'd 
Which our dark nation long involv'd; 4 
But he deſcending to the ſhades 
Darkneſs again the age invades. 
Next (like Aurora) Spenſer roſe, 
. Whoſe purple bluſh the day foreſhews. 8 


ö ume df 9M R 
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1M ilton in his poem entituled Il Penſereſo, 


Bur, O ſad Virgin! that thy power 
Might raiſe Muſæus from his bower, 
Or bid the ſoul of Orpheus ſing 
Or call up him that left half told | 
The ſtory of Cambuſcan bold, 11 
Of Camball and of Algarſife, 

And who had Canace to wite, 

That own'd the vertuous ring and glaſs, 
And of the wond'rous horſe of braſs 

On which the Tartar king did ride. 


Dr. Sprat (late Biſhop of Rocheſter ) in his Hiſtory of the 
Royal Society, printed 1668, p. 41, 42. 


I'ur truth is, it [the Engliſh language] has been hi- E 
therto too carelefly handled, and | think has had legt 
labour ſpent about its poliſhing than it deſerves: til 
the time of King Henry the Eighth there was ſcarce 
any man regarded it but Chaucer, and nothing was 
written in it which one would be willing to read twice YO 
but ſome of his poetry; but then it began to raiſe it. . 
{-!f a little, and to ſouud tolerably well. tic 
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Dr. Skinner in the preface to his Etymelogicon Lingua Au- 
glicanæ, p. S. 

Cuaucxkus poeta, peſſimo exemplo, integris vocum 
plauſtris ex eadem Gallia in noſtram linguam invectis, 
tam, nimis antea a Normannorum victoria adultera- 
tam, omni fere nativa gratia & nitore ſpoliavit, pro 
genuinus coloribus fucum illinens, pro vera facie lar- 
vam induens. 


Sir Richard Baker in the Hiſtory of England, printed 1684, 

p. 134. 

Sin Geoffry Chaucher, the Homer of our nation, found 
as ſweet a Muſe in the groves of Woodſtock as the 
Ancients did upon the banks of Helicon. 

And p. 167. 

The next place is juſtly due to Geoffrey Chaucer 
and John Gower, two famous poets in this time ſof 
Henry IV.] and the fathers of Engliſh poets in all 
the times after. 


Peacham”s Compleat Gentleman, printed 1661, chap. x. 
of poetry, p. 94. 
Or Engliſh poets of our own nation eſteem Sir Jeof- 
trey Chaucer the Father; altho” the ſtyle for the an- 
tiquity may diſtaſte you, yet, as under a bitter and 
rough rinde, there lieth a delicate kernell of conceit 
and ſweet invention. What examples, ſimilitudes, 
mes, places, and above all perſons, with their ſpeeches 
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and attributes do (as in his Canterbury Tales, like tlie 
threadsof gold, the rich arras) beautify his work quite 
through! Andalbeitdiversof his Worksare but meer- 
ly tranſlations out of Latin and French, yet he hath 
handled them ſoartificially,that thereby he hath made 
them his own. In brief, account him among the be! 
of your Engliſh books in your library, 


1m. Winſlanley in his England's Worthies, prinied 1684, 
p. 117, {taken out of Mr. Beaumont's letter to Mr, 
Spegbt.) 

— Or whom [Chaucer] for the ſweetneſs of his pee- 
try, may be ſaid that which is reported of Steſichorus; 
and as Cethegus was tearmed Suade Medulla, ſo may 
Chaucer be rightly called the pith and ſinews of elo- 
quence, and the very liſe it ſelf of all mirth and plea 
ſant writing : beſides, one giſt he had above all othe 
authors, and that is, by the excellencics of his deſcrip 
tions to poſſeſs his readers with a ſtronger imaginatio 
of ſeeing that done before their eyes which they read 
than any other that ever writ in any tongue, 


Ed. Phi!liþs in the fr *face to his Theatrum Poctarun 
P. 1 3 3 1 4 CY 


L's bs it is that the ſtyle of poetry till Henry VIII 
time, and partly alſo within his reign, may very We 
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appear uncouth, ſtrange, and unpleaſant, to thoſe that 
are affected only with what is familiar, and accuſtomed 
to them; not but there were even before thoſe times 
ſome that had their poetical excellencies, if well exa- 
mined, and chiefly among the reſt Chaucer, whothro' 
all the neglect of former - aged poetsſtill keeps a uame, 
being by ſome few admired for his real worth, to o- 
thers not unpleaſing for his facetious way, c. 


The ſame author in the ſecond part of that loc, p. 30, 5m. 


51K Geoffrey Chaucer, the prince and Coryphæus 
(generally ſo reputed till this age) of our Engliſh 
poets, and as much as we triumph over his old fa- 
ſhioned phraſe and obſolete words one of the firil re- 
liners of the Engliſh language, Cc. 


Sir Tho. Pope Blount in his characters and cenſures of the 
moſt conſiderable poets, 1694, p- 41. 


Tais is agreed upon by all hands, that he [Chaucer] 
was counted the chief of the Englith poets, not only 
of his time, but continued to be fo elleemed till this 
age, Cc. 


Mr. Rymer's Short View of Tragedy, 1693, p 78. 


Tuer who attempted verſe in Engliſh down till 

Chaucer's time made an heavy pudder, and are al- 

ways miſerably put to't for a word to clink, which 
R 1ij 


198 TESTIMONIES, (7's, 


commonly ſall ſo awkwardand unexpectedly as drop- 
ping from the clouds by ſome machine or miracle, 
Chaucer found an Herculean labour on his hands, and 
did perform to admiration. He ſeizes all Provencal, 
trench, or Latin, that came in his way, gives them a 
new garb and livery, and mingles them amongſt our 
I ngliſh, turns out Engliſh gowty or ſuperannuated, 
to place in their room the foreigners fit for ſervice, 
trained and accuſtomed to poctical diſcipline, 
And a little further. 

Chaucer threw in Latin, French, Provencal, and 
other languages, like new ſtum to raiſe a fermenta- 
tion: in QueenElizabeth's time it grew fine, but came 
not to an head and ſpirit, did not ſhine and ſparkle, 
till Mr, Waller ſet it a running. 


Mr. Dryden in the preface to his Fables, 


As he [Chaucer]is the Father of Engliſh poetry, ſol 
hold him in the ſame degree of veneration as the Gre- 
ciatis held Homer or the Romans Virgil: he is a per- 
petual fountain of good ſenſe, learned in all ſciences, 
and therefore ſpeaks properly on all ſubjects: as he 
knew what to ſay, ſo he knows alſo when to leave off, 

Chaucer followed Nature every where, but was 
ncver ſo bold to go beyond her. The verſe of 
(Chaucer, | confeſs, is not harmonious to us, but tis 
lake the eloquence of one whom Tacitus commends, 
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lived with him, and ſome time after him, thought it 
muſical, and it continues ſo even in our judgment, if 
compared with the numbers of Lydgate and Gower 
his contemporaries. There 1s the rude ſweetneſs of a 
Scotch tune in it, which is natural and pleaſing, tho 
not perfect. is true I cannot go ſo far as he who pu- 
bliſhed the laſt edition of him ; for he would make us 
believe the fault is in our ears, and that there were 
really ten ſyllables in a verſe where we find but nine; 
but this opinion is not worth conſuting ; tis ſo groſs 
and obvious an errour that common ſenſe muſt con- 
vince the reader that equality of numbers in every 
verſe which we call Heroick was either not known 
or not always practiſed in Chaucer's age. It were an 
eaſy matter to produce ſome thouſands of his verſes 
which are lame for want of half a foot, and ſometimes 
a whole one, and which no pronunciation can make 
otherwiſe, We can only ſay that he lived in the in- 
fancy of our poetry, and that nothing is brought to 
perfection at the firſt, 
And further. 

He [Chaucer] muſt have been a man of a moſt won- 
lerful comprehenſive nature, becauſe, as it has been 
uly obſerved of him, he has taken into the compaſs 
| his Canterbury Tales the various manners and hu- 
ours (as we now call them) of the Engliſh nation in 
age; not a ſingle character has eſcaped him: all 
is Pilprims are ſeverally diſtinguiſhed from each o- 
er, and not only in their inclinations but in their 
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very phyſiognomies and perſons. Baptiſta Porta could 
not have deſcribed their natures better than by the 
marks which the poet gives them. The matter and 
manner of their tales, and of their telling, are ſo ſuit- 
ed to their different educations, humours, and call- 
ings, that each of them would be improper in any o- 
ther mouth. Even the grave and ſerious characters are 
diſtinguiſhed by their ſeveral ſorts of gravity; theit 
diſcourſes are ſuch as belong to their age, their calling, 
and their breeding, ſuch as are becoming of them, and 
of them only. Some of his perſons are vicious, and 
ſome vertuous; ſome are unlearned, or (as Chaucer 
calls them) lewd, and ſome are learned, Even the ri- 
baldry of the low characters is different; the Reeve, 
the Miller, and the Cook, are ſeveral men, and diſ- 
tinguiſhed from each other as much as the mincing 
Lady Priorels and the broad-ſpeaking gap-toothed 
Wife of Bath. 


From Mr. Hayly"'s Ey of Epick Poetry. 


Ser, on a party- colour'd ſteed of fire, 

With Humour at his ſide, his truſty ſquire, 

Gay Chaucer leads in form a knight of old, 

And his ſtrong armour is of ſteel and gold, 

But o'er it age a cruel ruſt has ſpread, 

And made the brilliant metals dark as lead, 
End of Teſtimonies, 
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